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1 - Purgatory 


Disclaimer: All persons portrayed in this story are over 18, entirely fictional, and my creations and 
property. None are meant to portray, in real or in part, any actual person, and any similarities in name or 
likeness to any actual person are purely coincidence. This is a work of erotic fantasy and should not be 
taken as an endorsement of any view, practice, or creed in real life. 


Adrift 
By Emily Wintercold 


Part One: Purgatory 


The insistent beeping of the alarm woke Amanda Santander out of a deep sleep. Groaning softly, she 
turned over in bed and considered for a second going back to sleep; it wasn't as if she had anything 
urgent to do. It wasn't as if she would ever have anything urgent to do. 


That's why you've got to get up, she told herself regretfully for the thousandth time. If you don't keep 
your schedule the schedule will collapse, and then your decline will be inexorable. 


Stretching and yawning, she climbed out of bed in her nightdress. There was very little to see in her 
stateroom; a big double bed, doors to the bathroom and front room, and of course the window. The first 
day she'd entered this purgatory she'd thought the view was spectacular. Now it just bored her; a vast, 
empty, unending expanse of black speckled with distant stars. 


There was a materials dispenser in one wall, and she walked over to it and put her thumb on the plate. 
"Coffee, Kona, Hot. Toast, Marmalade." 


"Working." The computer's voice, as always, seemed to carry the faintest hint of disapproval. A faint 
humming could be heard, and then the dispenser cavity opened to reveal her coffee and toast. 


Taking them, Amanda sat down at the stateroom's desk and began to eat breakfast. She preferred 
taking meals at the table in the front room, but Cameron usually woke up an hour later than she did, and 
she didn't want to disturb her son's rest without cause. There was very rarely cause. 


Today was going to be exciting, though, or what passed for excitement. Roughly every week the major 
news services on Earth used the orbital Long-Range Datapulse Array to broadcast a roundup of recent 


events and sometimes a short documentary. It was intended to keep the more remote colonies informed, 
but over a year's worth of trial and error coding had let Amanda pick it up as well. It was the only link 
they still had to the rest of the human race, and the only new and interesting thing that ever happened, 
with a few exceptions. 


Very few exceptions. 


Amanda sighed and took a long sip of her coffee. One finger went to the gold wedding band on her right 
hand, slowly rotated it. 


When breakfast was done, she dumped the dishes in the materiels recycler and then took off her 
nightdress and stood naked before the mirror. Shaking off the last remnants of sleep, she began her 
morning workout; mostly tai-chi with a few additions here and there. 


When her predicament had fully dawned on her years ago, she had instantly realized that regular, 
draconian adherence to an exercise schedule would be vital to avoiding health problems. They had no 
access to a doctor and while the dispenser could fabricate most drugs, Amanda had very little idea 
about dosage and appropriate use. Surgery of any sort was completely out of the question except as an 
act of desperation. That meant that they absolutely had to stay as fit as possible for as long as possible. 


Happily the biggest obstacle for most exercise routines is a lack of time, and the second biggest is the 
person involved deciding they'd rather do something else. Well, they had nothing but time, and there 
wasn't much else to do. As a result, Amanda hadn't had much trouble keeping her and Cameron on their 
workout plans. 


As she stretched and bent through the positions, Amanda had to admit that what she saw in the mirror 
was probably better-formed than what would have been if disaster had spared her. At 44 years old, her 
body was toned and smooth, her round breasts as firm as one could expect, her face showing a few 
lines around the eyes but looking actually younger than she had when she was thirty, overworked, and 
slightly overweight. Pretty good. Better than a lot of women half her age. 


Of course, now that she had her ideal body, Greg wasn't around to enjoy it, and so it benefitted nobody 
but herself and her mirror. The thought of Greg Santander brought, as always, an ache of distant grief. 
That wound had mostly healed over, though. It had been a long time. 


Enough of that. Amanda aggressively focused on her exercise, centering her mind on the strain of her 
muscles as she stretched her arms and legs. 


When her workout was finished, she padded into the bathroom and stepped into the shower. The cool 
water was a shock on her slightly warm skin, and she shivered and crossed her legs as she stood under 
the spray and let the water trickle down her body. It had become her custom to take a cold shower in the 
mornings to fully remove any drowsiness from the night; her days now were so sedentary and so lacking 
in color that even a little drowsiness could lead to an overwhelming desire to just go back to bed. After 
getting the sweat off from the night and the workout, Amanda thumbed the devaporator button and felt 
the familiar tingle on her bare skin as the room sucked the moisture out of the air and off every surface, 
recycling it back into the materials pool. When it was done, she left, dressed, and glanced at the clock. 


Hmm. Well, Cameron wouldn't be up for twenty more minutes. Trouble was, her current ‘work’... her 
attempt at creating a simple program for Tetris that could run on the intercom viewer... was on a pad in 
the front room, plugged into said viewer, and he would still be asleep on the sofa that served as his bed. 
Still, if she was quiet, she ought to be able to get the pad and return to the stateroom without waking 
him. 


Moving as quietly as she could, she eased open the door, took a step out, and stopped dead. 


Cameron Santander lay on the sofa, mostly covered by a sheet. He was nearly out of his late teens, with 
hair and skin slightly darker than Amanda's freckled blond paleness. His eyes were closed, but he 
obviously wasn't asleep, because his body was moving at a set rhythm. The position of his hands under 
the sheet at his crotch and his labored breathing made it clear exactly what he was doing. 


Amanda stared for a second, flushed, opened her mouth, shut it again, and then quietly stepped back 
into the stateroom and shut the door. 


Her initial emotions, as she moved to sit back down on the edge of the bed, were a mix of anger and 
embarrassment. That definitely wasn't something she should have seen, or should have had to see. 
What did Cameron think he was doing? 


Her wiser, more sensible and clinical self kicked in within a few seconds; Amanda had been a scientist 
and she tried to conduct herself by reason as much as she could. Honestly, this had probably been 
inevitable. Teenage boys masturbated; that was just a fact of life. Given how little Cameron had to do, 
he probably indulged more often than most... a thought which upset her slightly for no good reason. 
Normally they took pains not to let their parents catch them, but he had nowhere to go for privacy, so he 
probably just tried to pick times when he didn't think she'd go into the front room. 


Still... she didn't want to walk in on him again. When he woke up... when he was supposed to officially 
wake up, that is... after breakfast she'd talk to him about it and get him to be more careful. 


Talk to him about it. Amanda flushed again and sighed. Ugh, that was going to be awkward. She needed 
Greg here to do it; this was the sort of thing you wanted one man to explain to another. 


She flopped back on the bed, stared at the ceiling, and once again brooded on how things had gone so 
wrong. 


KKK 


Space travel had sprung up surprisingly quickly after the invention of the unfortunately dubbed Hogg 
Drive. Dr. Juanita Hogg had given her team's invention another name, but it was a half-dozen words 
long and impossible for laymen to remember, so the breathless media had simply called it the Hogg 
Drive or Hogg Device and the name had stuck. 


With a practical means of faster-than-light travel, investors had wasted no time developing vessels to 
make use of them. Corporations and governments alike sent out manned and unmanned survey 
missions, and were rewarded with the discovery of planets that could be rendered habitable with minimal 
effort. One or two even held life, although a form of life barely recognizable as such in each case. 


Colonies were established, and with those colonies came the need for passenger liners. These had 
grown with the advance of technology and the increasing amount of traffic, and as they got bigger and 
bigger they also grew safer and safer. Although they had been fairly safe from the start. 


Oh, there had been a few high-profile accidents in the early days. By far the worst had been the CSV 
Southern Cross, which had developed a severe reactor leak as it decelerated from ‘hyperspace’ (it had a 
scientific name which nobody used) and had been forced to give the order to abandon ship. The crew 
were well-trained and had gotten everyone safely to the lifeboats, and in theory there ought to have 
been no fatalities. But it took time for the ship to be reported missing, time for a search to be ordered, 
time for the ships to conduct the search to arrive, time to trace along the route the Southern Cross was 
scheduled to take coming out of hyperspace. By the time they found the wreck, three weeks had passed 
and all the lifepods had long since run out of food, water, oxygen. There were no survivors. 


Public fury was tremendous, and the backlash prompted the Terran Interstellar Commission to institute 
rigorous mandatory standards for lifepods. They now had to be able to sustain their occupants for three 
months. 


The major shipping lines were dubious this could be done, but the loss in public confidence in the wake 
of the Southern Cross disaster needed to be combatted or they stood to lose billions. The main problem 
was room. How to fit enough lifepods capable of holding that much air and fodder without making the 
ship too big to be practical? 


The answer they came up with was to turn passenger staterooms into ejectable lifepods. This solved a 
number of problems nicely. Passenger quarters were already fitted with material replicators, so that 
could provide everything needed to sustain life with sufficient recycling of matter. It also meant that it 
would be easier to abandon ship since all you had to do was get people to go to their quarters. 


New vessels were designed around this, old ones scrapped, and the lines proudly announced that there 
would be no more Southern Crosses. 16 years later they were proved correct when the CSV Hsu Chin 
had a terrorist bomb explode outside its bridge, sending the vessel out of control and forcing the 
launching of lifepods. Over a month later all passengers and crew not killed in the initial blast were safely 
rescued. 


That had been nearly fifty years in the past when Amanda Santander, then a young atmospheric 
scientist living in Vancouver with her husband and young son, had been given a job offer of the sort 
she'd always dreamed of. Libretto Exocorp wanted her to become the chief atmospheric researcher on 
the proto-colony of New Thebes. The pay was high.... proto-colony pay always was... but much more 
importantly New Thebes had some truly bizarre and poorly understood weather patterns and air 
makeup, and the research she would do there would likely propell her from just another newly minted 
Ph.D to a respected figure in the field of exoatmospherics. It should have been an easy yes. 


Greg Santander hadn't been thrilled. He had a cabinetry business he enjoyed, he liked Vancouver, and 
he didn't particularly want to live on a proto-colony world where you couldn't even go outside a dome yet. 
12 year old Cameron hadn't been happy either, although the idea of living in space seemed to appeal to 
him. He didn't want to leave his friends or the house he'd grown up in, though, and several times he 
suggested that maybe they should just stay here. 


None of this had changed anything. Amanda had made it crystal clear to Greg when he asked her to 
marry him that she wasn't going to abandon her career for his sake, and that if he wanted her he was 
going to have to do what was necessary for said career to advance. He'd agreed, and now that time had 
come. Cameron's wishes in the matter meant very little; children's wishes never do. 


So one day in March they'd left Vancouver, flown out to the Beanstalk elevator in the middle of the 
Pacific, and ridden up into orbit, where they'd boarded the CSV Jocasta for the trip out to their 3 year 
stay on New Thebes. 


Amanda had carried a lot of worries with her on that trip. Housing, her new co-workers, making it up to 
Greg, her weight... she was getting a bit plump and was scared about what not being able to take long 
walks would do to her... the quality of the school on New Thebes... she had been anxious about a lot of 
things. The safety of their trip aboard the Jocasta had never even occurred to her. 


The accident had happened in mid-hyperspace, three days out. Greg had gone to the on-board gym to 

work out, and she had been in the cabin going over a map of the colony with Cameron when the entire 

ship had shook, first just hard enough to make her look up in alarm, then violently enough to send them 
both flying across the front room. Immediately alarms had begun to sound and the doors to the hall had 
slammed shut and vacuum-sealed. Terrified, Amanda had clutched her son to her and tried to calm him 
as he cried. 


"Mother of-! Launch the pods! Launch them now!" That was the captain's aghast voice over the 
intercom. Almost immediately afterwards the room had lurched and shuddered as their entire cabin was 
jettisoned from the Jocasta, powering away from the stricken vessel on limited-fuel retro jets. 


Amanda had clawed her way across the floor to the window and looked out, horrified, to see flames and 
an eerie glow engulfing the rear of the ship as they moved away. Debris hung around the vessel like a 
halo, spinning around its stationary bulk in a rough orbit. On the intercom she could hear panicked 
voices from the other pods. 


A massive piece of plating from the outer hull drifted past, blocking all sight. It saved her. Less than a 
second later the CSV Jocasta vanished in a massive fireball as its main reactor went critical. The blast 
wave swept out into the fleeing lifepods. None of them had been designed to withstand something like 
that at the range they were. 


Amanda's pod hadn't either, but in the handful of seconds the blast occurred they had the massive plate 
of heatshield hyperpolymer armor between them and the explosion. It took the full brunt of the blast, 
leaving her and her son's cabin-pod untouched. 


The intercom was now silent. None of the other pods had been so lucky. 


She had been almost helpless with grief for the next few days. She knew that Greg was dead. How 
would she live without him beside her? How could she raise her son alone, after losing his father like 
this? She would go back to Vancouver. Or somewhere else on Earth, if Vancouver held too many 
ghosts. 


Between her own agony and the need to care for Cameron, it was almost two weeks of waiting for 
rescue before Amanda finally sat down and used the pod's crude sensors to figure out where they were. 


The answer she got back was that they were somewhere in the vast, dark interstellar gulf between solar 
systems. And not in a line between Earth and their destination. Whatever had happened had thrown the 
Jocasta off course in hyperspace before depositing them back in real space with a jolt. 


That meant that without an FTL transmitter... which no ship carried, let alone a lifepod... there was no 
way to let anyone know they were here. When the ship was overdue search vessels would be sent out, 
but they would check along the approaches to New Thebes in its star system, because that was where 
accidents always occurred: after coming out of hyperspace and decelerating. There had never before 
been a ship lost while IN hyperspace, and when they decided that was what had happened, what would 
they do? It was over a hundred thousand light years from Earth to New Thebes. You couldn't cover all of 
that with search vessels; it would take millions of years even if you had every spacefaring vessel made 
by humanity searching around the clock. Even if they did, they wouldn't find anything, because they were 
off course and in the middle of nowhere. 


It took her a few stunned moments of understanding to realize that they were never going to be rescued. 
They were both going to die out here. 


Amanda had thought losing Greg had been hard. This was worse. She didn't want to die. There was so 
much she wanted to do still, to experience. And Cameron hadn't even had a chance to grow up. She 
knew that as a mother she was supposed to be willing to sacrifice everything for her child, and she was, 
but she couldn't put aside her own fear of death and think solely of his own fate. That added a nauseous 
current of guilt into her terror and misery. 


She had sobbed hysterically for an hour, then pulled herself together and run a few experiments to figure 
out how long they had before they ran out of one of the things vital for life. 


The answer had surprised her. The matter recycling systems on the pod were very, very efficient. Even 
with the full use of the cabin's amenities, they wouldn't run out of the necessities for a little under two 
hundred years. 


Barring an unexpected malfunction, they were going to be here for a very long time. 


KKK 


Amanda gave her son a little extra time before opening the door again and heading into the front room. 
He was up now and dressed; a simple white T-shirt and loose dark pants. Unlike her, all of his original 
clothing had long since ceased to fit him. His current wardrobe was the product of the materials 
dispenser and his own sewing and design. 


He was seated at the front room table eating breakfast; bread with a nut spread, radishes, and tea. An 
odd meal, but what he'd settled on for his usual morning fare. As she walked in, he glanced up and 
nodded. "Morning, Mom." 


"Good morning, Cameron." She walked across the room and unplugged her pad from the intercom 


viewer. "We have a transmission scheduled today, or we ought to." 


"Yup." He smiled. "They don't miss their schedule very often. When they do it usually means something 
big. Like when they were a day late because of the Great Italian Quake." 


"That's right. So hopefully we get something good." She shook her head. "Probably wrong of me to hope 
something really awful and exciting has happened for us to discuss. A juicy scandal or a political crisis." 


"Something good, anyway," Cameron agreed. "| wish they'd tell us what happens to some of these 
people. They have their day in the spotlight and then we never hear of them again." 


"They're not going to waste the signal on news that isn't recent and important. Or at least interesting." 
Amanda shrugged. "They assume if you're really interested you can look it up online when your world's 
database is next updated." 


Cameron gave a dry chuckle. "Think they'll update ours? Probably not." 
"| guess not." The pod had a limited database of information, limited being the operative term. 


He turned his attention back to his food. "I'll be ready to watch and discuss at the usual time. I'm 
guessing you'll handle receiving the broadcast." 


"Yes." She took a seat and watched him eat for a time, thinking once again that he was practically a man 
now. She was grateful that he didn't look much like Greg; he had a lighter version of his father's 
Mediterranean coloration and dark hair, but his facial structure and eyes were a clear echo of her own. 
She didn't want to be haunted by a ghost of her husband every time she turned around. 


When he'd nearly finished eating, she decided there was no putting it off. "Cameron, we need to have 
a... a talk." 


He glanced up, frowning. "Everything okay?" 


"Sort of. | just..." Amanda squirmed in her seat a bit, trying to figure out how best to put this. "You need 
to be more careful." 


"What?" He blinked. "I'm always super careful with the checks, Mom. | double-check everything and 
triple-check the stuff that you've listed as catastrophic-fail." He started to look deeply alarmed. "Did | 
miss something? | don't see how | could have." 


"No, hon, | don't mean the checks. | mean..." She flushed very faintly. "| needed the pad earlier this 
morning." 


"You ne- ohhh." He looked relieved. "Oh, whew, you scared the crap out of me Mom. | thought you were 
talking about something important." 


Amanda blinked, surprised and a little irritated. She had expected embarrassment and agitation, maybe 
even anger, not uncaring relief. "This is important, Cameron. | shouldn't be walking in on that." 


He shrugged. "Only so much | can do. | try to wait til you're asleep or busy. You won't let us lock the 
doors for obvious reasons, and | can't exactly hang a sock on the handle. Why do you care, anyway? 
Just turn around and go back in your room. Or don't; get what you came for and then go back. Or stay. 
Doesn't bother me." 

"Why do I... Cameron!" She glared at him. "Please be serious! I'm trying to discuss this with you!" 

"| am being serious." He certainly did look like it; the relief having given way to a sort of sober irritation. 
"Given our 'world', | don't see much point in modesty. | only make an effort at it out of consideration for 
you." 

"Just because we only live in two rooms doesn't make modesty irrelevant." This needed reasoning out; 
Cameron was like her, unimpressed by commands but capable of changing his mind based on 
persuasive logic. "If anything it makes it more important, because we have so little privacy. I'm your 
mother, and | shouldn't be seeing you... in the act, as it were." 


"| don't think you really get my meaning." Now he looked a little uncomfortable. "I... look, Mom, can | be 
honest with you?" 


"Of course." 


"This is all I'm ever going to have. We're never going to get out of here. Over the years I've... I've sort of 
had to come to terms with that and adapt myself to what | do have, and what | can do with that." 


Amanda's heart twinged with a mix of guilt and sadness. She reached out and put her hand on her 
son's. "| Know, Cameron. You've done a good job. I'm sorry." 


"When puberty hit | started getting urges, and..." He shifted, clearly nervous. "Look. I've got a pretty 
healthy drive. Sex is something that | want to experience." 


"| know, hon, and I'm not saying you can't relieve those urges. | just want you to be more care-" 


"No. Ahhh, hell. Let me spell it out for you. Sex takes a man and a woman. I'm only ever going to have 
access to one woman for the rest of my life." He leaned back in his chair. "Do you see what I'm saying?" 


For a second Amanda didn't. Then she did, and she recoiled in shock. "Cameron! I'm your MOTHER!" 


"| know. And normally I'd have zero interest, which is how it ought to be. But you're the only game in 
town." His tone had a certain forced lightness. 


"There IS no game," she said angrily. "| can't believe this! Are you telling me you look at me and..." She 
couldn't even finish. 


"Yes." He shrugged. "Like | said, | make the best with what | have. And it's not like you're unattractive." 


That gave her a perverse bit of pride even through her distress and outrage. "That's not the point! 


Cameron, I'm your MOTHER. You can't... these kind of thoughts aren't healthy." 


"Normally you'd be right." He seemed mostly unruffled now. "Relations between a parent and child are 
forbidden for good reason. There's inbreeding, there's conflict between the child and the parents, there's 
the need for the child to go out and find a new gene pool, and there's how society reacts, since all of the 
above mean that society needs to find it taboo. But none of those apply. You had yourself set to sterile 
before we boarded, so you can't produce children. Dad's dead. | can't find a new gene pool because 
there is none. And society for us no longer exists except as a distant story that might as well be fiction 
for all it affects us. | thought about this for a long time, using the methods YOU taught me, and | 
concluded that ruling you out didn't make any logical sense given our situation." 


"But I'm your mother!" Amanda repeated pleadingly. 


"So we've established,” he replied, a bit of anusement in his voice. "Can you explain in rational terms to 
me why that's relevant?" 


"We're not talking about this any further," she said curtly. "This isn't... let's just change the subject." 


"Al right," he said obligingly. Getting up, he walked over and began doing the warm-up stretches for his 
morning exercises. "What do you think the news is going to be like?" 


"| don't know." Her tone was still a bit subdued, almost sullen. Internally she was still processing what 
she had just heard and what it meant. 


After a few meaningless exchanges, she got up, excused herself, and went back into the stateroom. She 
sat down and tried to work on her programming project on the pad. Her thoughts refused to cooperate. 
After a while she gave up and lay on the bed to do sit-ups. Exercise generally calmed her when she was 
upset. 


She grunted and rose over and over until finally she flopped down flat, sweating and exhausted. Her 
emotions continued to swirl. Was her own son, the only other person she knew, some sort of deviant? 


She forced herself to look at things logically. She was, in fact, the only woman around; certainly the only 
woman he'd known while passing through puberty. Teenaged boys were generally highly sexed, and if 
he'd inherited her own drive and Greg's then he was probably even hornier than most. Given that, she 
supposed it was natural that there would be a certain attraction on his part. What disturbed her was how 
comfortable he seemed to be with it. 


Well, he has had to majorly adjust his views of life to fit reality, Amanda reminded herself. Maybe this 
was just one more adjustment. 


Still... she was in the same situation, and she'd certainly never thought of him in that way. Although 
Amanda wasn't a teenage boy, and her own sex drive... it wasn't exactly gone, but it didn't come out 
much any more. How long had it been since she had even masturbated? Years. She wasn't sure why. 
Maybe she'd just decided that that part of her life, the sexual part, had died with Greg. 


No, not with Greg. With the rest of the universe outside this damn three-chambered prison. 


Once she'd been insatiable. Her eyes widened very slightly as she suddenly remembered what might be 
termed her first sexual experience; in high school she and her brother, a year younger, had both been 
curious and took you-show-me-yours to you-let-me-touch-yours. It hadn't been serious, just a bit of 
petting and stroking, but she had been thinking decidedly unsisterly thoughts at the time and she 
suspected his emotions as he squeezed her tits hadn't been very brotherly either. It hadn't changed their 
sibling relationship and neither of them had ever seriously considered actual sex, like going beyond 
touching to penetration. Once each of them found someone to date, that was the end of it. 


After that, she'd done a lot of groping and kissing with various boyfriends until she'd met Greg in college. 
She'd lost her actual virginity to him, and after living with him for several years they'd gotten married and 
had Cameron. If she hadn't used protection they'd have had a lot more children; she and Greg had 
been... busy at night. 


Amanda smiled a little despite herself, crossing her legs. That had been a good time. They'd been happy 
together, she had enjoyed being a mother, and he'd satisfied her sexually. Even with the complications it 
had brought to her career, she'd never regretted getting married. Or letting Greg in her pants to begin 
with. 


That first time we didn't have marriage in mind, she remembered wryly. She and her roommate Leticia 
were going to a party; Leticia had a boyfriend, Amanda didn't. So she'd invited her friend Greg 
Santander along as her escort. She and Greg wound up fucking on a table at 1 AM, with Leticia being 
eaten out by Amanda's literature TA Minnie Barnes under the table and Leticia's boyfriend having sex 
with a Chinese exchange student against one wall. It had been a far more depraved setting than she'd 
always assumed her first time would be; it had also been far better than she had expected. Two days 
later she'd stalked Greg like a jaguar, cornered him in his room, and practically torn his clothes off and 
taken him by force. After that they were an item. 


Am | really the same woman as that girl? Amanda thought to herself, wonderingly. Could the horny 
student who couldn't wait more than a couple days after her deflowering to get more cock really have not 
even thought about masturbating for years? Maybe she was just getting old and used up. 


That was a depressing thought, and she shifted her mind back to Cameron. He was getting old too, ina 
different way; finally becoming a man, with the same sorts of urges Amanda and Greg had when they 
hooked up on that party-house table. Unlike them, though, he couldn't act on it. 


She really ought to talk with him about it, Amanda realized. She had been shocked... understandably, all 
things considered... but as inappropriate as it was, she could see how it had happened. What she 
needed to find out was how serious it was... a simple attraction that he couldn't do anything about but 
didn't encourage, or if... if he actually had serious, non-daydreaming ambitions to have sex with her. 
Once she knew how bad it was, then they could talk like rational human beings and try to figure out 
some sort of coping mechanism that didn't involve... 


...that didn't involve him fucking me, Amanda thought before she could help herself. 


She flushed bright crimson, deeply uncomfortable with the sudden flicker of images that had conjured. 
What a shitty situation. 


Levering herself up off the bed, she entered the bathroom, stripped off inside, and stepped briefly under 
the shower to get off the sweat. After the first shower of the day she generally went with warm water... 
she exercised multiple times a day and showered after each... but this time she left the spray cold, 
wanting to dispel any lingering arousal from her trip down memory lane. 


Why should you? Amanda suddenly thought to herself. There's nothing wrong with private masturbation. 
You aren't that old. 


Without thinking, her hand went to the bush of dark blonde pubic fur between her legs. One finger 
hesitantly stroked up her slit to the button of her clit, and she nearly jumped. A startled gasp escaped her 
lips. 


Common sense abruptly asserted itself. For fuck's sake, Amanda told herself disgustedly, you can't 
stroke yourself off and then go right out, get a transmission, discuss it, and then bring up your son's 
unnatural urges. This is definitely not the time to suddenly rediscover your sexual identity. Her hand 
firmly went back to her side, and she continued rinsing away the sweat. 


After she was done and the water reclaimed, she got dressed, left the bathroom, and went out into the 
front room. 


Cameron was still exercising. He had a crude version of a stationary treadmill that he used for a 
‘morning run’, but he was already done with that. Now he was doing stretching with various weights. He 
didn't seem to take any notice as she walked in, although she knew he was aware of her presence. 


Amanda frowned slightly. He was wearing his dark pants, but had removed his shirt and his bare, 
lightly-muscled torso was exposed. He'd done that once or twice before, but it wasn't usual for him, and 
she couldn't help but wonder if he'd decided to do it for her benefit. 


Ironically, most days she would have enjoyed the sight. Amanda was proud of her son, and one of the 
few pleasures she still had in this purgatory of a life was watching as he grew into a handsome young 
man. Unfortunately even that pleasure was tainted by the knowledge that all Cameron had to offer would 
be wasted in these few rooms. And now there was this morning's revelation to further sap her desire to 
see how her son had grown. 


Without stopping, she went over to the intercom viewer, called up the interface menu, and began firing 
up the receiver program she had painfully written over months of trial and error. The lifepods all had 
transmission and receiver units, so that they could communicate with each other and nearby rescue 
ships after an accident. Unfortunately the transmitters were sub-light-speed... only natural, since an FTL 
broadcast array required a massive amount of mass and an equally massive power supply. You only 
found them as orbital facilities around major worlds. 


Configuring the pod's receiver to also pick up uncoded FTL broadcasts hadn't been easy. All the 
hardware needed for it had been there, but the code for it was lacking. Amanda's coding skills hadn't 
been nonexistent... a large part of her job involved writing code for atmospheric sensors... but her 
experience writing for receivers was limited to the communications links between aerial weather drones 
and ground stations. She'd had to puzzle it out by trial and error over time. 


It was a damn good thing she was so smart, Amanda thought without a shred of false modesty. A 
slightly less intelligent woman wouldn't have been able to eventually overcome all the hurdles and get it 
working, and that would have been... about the worst thing she could imagine. 


A fifteen minute news broadcast once a week about matters that didn't affect them in the slightest 
probably wouldn't sound like a big deal to most people. They didn't understand, though. That fifteen 
minutes of news was literally the only new or interesting thing that ever happened that they didn't create 
themselves. It was the only reminder they had that there was anything outside of the pod, or had ever 
been anything. 


Amanda was pretty sure that without the broadcast they would have descended into madness years 
ago. 


The viewer beeped, and she sat back and waited patiently. 


Almost half an hour passed. Cameron finished his stretches and walked a few steps closer. She could 
smell the odor of fresh perspiration on his bare torso. "Something wrong, Mom? Doesn't it start receiving 
by now?" 


"Yes. They're late." She frowned. "| hope it's just a delay. That happens some times." 
"Yeah." He crouched down on his haunches and watched the viewer. "Hopefully." 


Five more minutes passed, and then Cameron rose. "I'm gonna go grab a shower, wash the morning 
routine off. Don't start watching without me if the broadcast comes in." 


"Of course," she agreed. He vanished into the stateroom, and she turned her attention back to the 
frustratingly blank screen. 


Happily, inside of the next five minutes the receiver lit up with signal indications. With a happy, 
anticipatory noise, Amanda hurriedly set the intercom's data buffer to hold and store the broadcast. 


It had just about finished when Cameron emerged from the back room. He had a shirt on again, she 
noted with relief. "Any luck?" 


"Yes! It's almost done," she replied, smiling. Getting the broadcasts was a bit like being a kid at 
Christmas. "Can we start as soon as it's ready?" 


"Please!" He grinned and sat down next to her. 


The transmission lasted 3 more minutes, and then finished. Amanda quickly pressed a series of buttons, 
and suddenly a musical fanfare played as a logo appeared on the viewer. "This is the weekly news 
roundup from the Organization of Terran Information Providers, bringing the latest from our members on 
Earth to the outer colonies," said a crisp female voice. "We begin with the dispute between the United 
States Alliance and the Confederacy of Southern Mars, which senior diplomats are describing as 'very 


serious’ and ‘dangerous’. 


"That blew up quickly," Amanda murmured. 
"We were both sure last week that was going to fade," Cameron agreed. 


The narration went on, playing clips of increasingly grim statements by leaders. "The dispute hinges on 
the admission of the Central Martian Republic to the Alliance, making it the first nation to join the former 
United States of America since the component states joined Japan, Korea, the Canadian Provinces, 
Australia, and the Philippines in a new government. The Confederacy of Southern Mars does not 
recognize the independence of the Central Martian Republic and views it as an autonomous province 
since the Hanoi Agreement ended the Martian Insurrection." 


"| remember when that happened,” Amanda said. "You hadn't even been born yet. | was... hmm, | was 
not quite out of college. The Insurrection had been going on for years and people were worried that we 
were going to have to intervene militarily to stop the bloodshed. Then the Vietnamese premier got them 
to hold peace talks on Earth with the help of the Chinese Prosperity Hegemony and the US Alliance. 
Nobody thought it would work, but, lo and behold they walked away with a ceasefire. She won the Nobel 
Peace Prize for her mediation." 

"The Vietnamese premier?" Cameron asked. 

"Yup. We didn't know it at the time, but apparently when the Central Martian delegation was ready to 
quit, she seduced its leader to get him to stay a few more days." Amanda chuckled. "She was a 
good-looking lady in her day so | can see why it worked." 

Cameron looked amused. "Anything for peace, | guess." 


The news shifted to protests throughout the Eurasian Union over the current government's disregard for 
historical preservation, leading to scuffles between demonstrators and police. 


"There. What they just said," Cameron abruptly muttered. "About how 'the Kromanu was heavily running 
in favor of the demonstrators.’ What the hell is a Kromanu?" 


"| don't know," Amanda said, frowning a bit. "They've mentioned it before. | thought it was a person or a 
title from the previous context, but this makes it sound more like a group or a media platform." 


"They seem to be giving its opinions a lot of weight, whatever it is," Cameron said. 


The next story covered the Cairo Bioscience Institute announcing that it had successfully modified a pair 
of human lungs to breathe water and air. 


"Useful, | guess?" Cameron said. 


"Maybe. You can do the same thing with a scuba mask." Amanda shook her head. "| guess it might be 
useful on some colonies." 


A quick segue brought to their attention the UN's resolution of concern regarding pferd addiction among 


young people across Earth and the near colonies. 
"What's pferd, Mom?" 


"| have no idea." Amanda stared blankly at the screen. "There's a German word that sounds similar and 


means ‘horse’. 


"Well, | doubt they're addicted to riding horses." Cameron grinned suddenly. "Although that does sound 
pretty fun!" 


Amanda laughed and shook her head. "Trust me, you feel it the day afterwards," she said wryly. "Horse 
riding is one of those things you need to do regularly or not at all." 


Cameron started to reply, then hushed as the announcer went on. "The Kromanu strongly expressed his 
revulsion at the pferd epidemic and urged young people to Salwaa against it." 


"Wait, that clearly made this Kromanu out to be a person," Cameron said. "And Salwaa?" 


"| heard Salwaa being used a few broadcasts ago," Amanda replied. "Remember? They said older 
people were declining in political clout in some areas because they couldn't Salwaa any more." 


Cameron looked deeply confused. "! wish they'd explain this stuff." 
"You don't explain something everyone knows." Amanda sighed. 


Stories about global labor laws, music, and a particularly bad flood in the Chinese Prosperity Hegemony 
followed. Then an image flashed onto the screen, and both of them gasped. 


"Friday, on the anniversary of the day the CSV Jocasta was reported overdue almost a decade ago, the 
Terran Interstellar Commission finally passed regulations designed to ensure navigational errors like the 
one that doomed the vessel could never happen again. The Jocasta is believed to have mistakenly 
passed through a star due to bad navigational course information, vaporizing the vessel and all souls 
aboard instantly. It was and remains the worst spacefaring disaster in human history." 


"You fucking idiots!" Cameron burst out angrily. "That's not what happened at all!" 


"No," Amanda said bitterly. "| don't know what it was exactly, but it was clearly a malfunction of the drive 
or the reactor or both." 


The announcer carried on, blissfully unaware of their displeasure. "The Kromanu gave her condolences 
of the families of those lost, several of whom Salwaa'd with her to raise awareness of interstellar 
transport safety." 


"Her? HER?!" Amanda sputtered. "She was a he a few stories ago, bitch! What the hell?" 


"Geez, what are they getting up to back home," Cameron said, shaking his head. "It feels like these get 
weirder every year. Sometimes every month." 


"It's only going to get worse, hon," Amanda said, grimacing. "In ten years we'll probably barely 
understand anything." 


"Yeah. Well, that sort of makes it more interesting." He shrugged, a shadow passing over his face. "And 
doesn't make me as homesick." 


"| know what you mean." 


The rest of the broadcast followed, short and fairly minor pieces, and then it concluded with the usual 
musical fanfare. Amanda turned to her son. "Ready for discussion?" 


"Yup. Martian Crisis first?" 


"| think so, yes." She cocked her head thoughtfully. "So, what I'm curious about your opinion on first: do 
you think either side is clearly in the right here?" 


Cameron opened his mouth, stopped, and thought for a second. "That's a hard question to answer, 
because | grew up in the US Alliance as one of its citizens, so obviously I'm going to have a certain bias 
in my sympathies in favor of them. Taking that into account though... the Central Martian Republic's 
referendum to join the Alliance was something like 93% in favor, from what the news report a month or 
two ago said, and from what | can tell they seem to have free and fair elections. So I'm not sure the 
Confederacy of Southern Mars has the right to prevent them from doing so. That seems undemocratic." 


Amanda smiled. "In the 19th century, the southern American states voted to leave the Union. By your 
logic, wouldn't that have made the Union wrong to fight the Civil War, since those states wanted to be 
part of a different government?" 


"Huh. That's a good point." He thought about this for a second. "Well... first of all, because that was a 
slave society, you had a large part of the population that had no say in the matter and likely opposed it. 
Second of all, if | remember my history, all of those states formally joined the Old United States of their 
own volition. Central Mars never did; authority over the equator settlements was gradually asserted by 
the southern government until a revolt eventually broke out." 


"But still, it does undermine your point just a bit, hmm?" 


"Well, yeah." Cameron shrugged. "But in these sorts of disputes | don't think anyone's totally right or 
wrong, you just have to pick the side that seems best. Who do you think is right?" 


"Mmm. | sort of agree with you." Amanda half-smiled. "The Confederacy of Southern Mars has always 
been reactionary bastards. They fought a pretty dirty war during the Insurrection... not that the rebels 
were all that clean either. I'm not sure it's a great idea for the US Alliance to have member states off 
planet, though." 


"| don't think | agree with you there. | think it's long overdue." 


They ranged over all the news items for the next hour or two, debating, speculating, and occasionally 


venting about how confusing some of it was without knowing what the terms referred to meant. Neither 
of them, by unspoken consensus, discussed the Jocasta anniversary piece. Finally they wrapped the 
discussion up, making a list of things for each of them to think about and debate again in a day or two. 


"So that's settled." Amanda started to get up, thought again, and sat back down. "We need to talk about 
something less casual, Cameron. About this morning." 


His face clouded, then adopted an expression of studied indifference. "| thought you said you didn't want 
to talk about it." 


"Yes, | know. | was flustered. Shocked, even. It hadn't occurred to me that you might develop those kind 
of... feelings in our situation, and it should have." She sighed. "It's horribly inappropriate but, like you 
said, things aren't normal and your mind is going to adapt to what it has." 


"All right." He seemed pleased by this statement but still wary. "I don't think that was all you wanted to 
say." 


"No, it isn't. We need to deal with this like rational human beings, and before we can do that | need to 
know how bad it really is. Do you just..." Amanda's cheeks colored a bit. "Do you just have urges and 
daydreams about me? Fantasies? Or do you... do you actually have serious plans to have... have sex 
with, uh, me?" Just saying that last sentence made her feel like she'd done something forbidden and 
wrong. 


"Uh.... Geez, Mom, you make it sound like you're asking if I'm going to assault you one night." Cameron 
looked a little embarrassed. "You know I'd never do that." 


"Sorry. You know what | meant, though." She shifted uncomfortably, not wanting to add that she was 
currently very uncertain of the limits of what he'd 'never do’. 


"Yeah." He paused, and she could see the look he got when he was trying to decide how much trouble 
he was about to be in. "It's not just daydreams. I've been hoping to convince you to give me a try for a 

few years now, but until this morning... it's like, how do you bring that up? It was easier just to put it off, 
think 'maybe next year’, and go back to jerking off." 


"So you weren't that serious about it, and were just going to put it off indefinitely?" 


"No." He shook his head. "I'm an adult now, and... no offense, Mom, but you aren't getting any younger. | 
wanted to do this while we were both still in our prime. | decided a few months ago that I'd bring it up this 
year." 


She forced a shaky laugh. "I'm a little past my prime, hon." She had feared it would be this bad. If it had 
just been fantasies he probably wouldn't have mentioned it at all to her. "Thank you for being honest, 
even if it wasn't what | wanted to hear. Now we need to figure out a way for you to cope with this." 


"You're selling yourself short," Cameron said, shaking his head. "You look better now than you did when 
| was little." 


"| was past my prime then too, kid. Don't change the subject." 


"Sorry." He shrugged. "I don't know. Maybe you should give some thought to the obvious way for me to 
cope." 


"| don't follow you." 
"I'm talking about us doing it." 


Amanda's eyes widened. "That's not even under discussion, Cameron. We're trying to fix this, not..." She 
shook her head, distressed. 


He leaned forward. "I don't agree. | think you're operating off a flawed premise here, Mom." 


She started to make an angry retort, then forced herself to stop and be dispassionate. "Okay, I'm 
listening. What do you mean by a flawed premise?" 


"You're suggesting that the rational and correct thing for me to do is abandon any hope of ever 
experiencing sex, even though I'm a physically healthy adult with a strong drive. | can't accept that." He 
shook his head. "I've lost almost everything | could expect to have, Mom. The sun. Being able to run, 
really run. Plants. The smell of rain. Getting a job. Falling in love. Having kids. Being able to have a 
conversation with someone other than you. Meeting anyone, ever. Having anything to do except work 
out, sleep, study, and code a bit. All of that taken away, and you want me to just throw something as 
major as ‘lose my virginity’ on the pile too, just because of how things were done in the old world? No." 


That list hurt to hear. "| understand what you're saying, Cameron, and I'm sorry, but there's two people 
involved here. I've lost all those things too." 


"It's not the same! You had decades to live a real life. And | didn't want to go on the Jocasta. | wanted to 
stay in Vancouver, where we belonged! You didn't give me any choice in the matter!" 


She looked away, unable to speak. 


A second passed, and then Cameron sighed. "I'm sorry, Mom. That wasn't fair. There wasn't any way 
you could have predicted this would happen." 


"That's right, it's not fair." She felt horribly guilty about it anyway, had always believed at a gut level that 
what had happened to them was her fault. "Statistically space travel is safer than taking personal ground 
transport back home. You were more likely to be killed by me driving you to school than for this to have 
happened.” Amanda shook her head. "Hon, | love you, but I'm my own person too and | can't just 
subordinate everything to what you want." 


"| understand that, and that's reasonable, but aren't you asking me to subordinate everything to what you 
want, what you wanted?" He sounded subdued. "I'm not asking for much." 


"You're asking for a lot, a lot more than you have any right to," Amanda said sharply. "You're asking for 
something deeply personal and private, and that should only be done by..." She almost said 'people who 


love each other,’ but that wasn't entirely true, and anyway, as Cameron would have undoubtably replied, 
she and her son did in fact love each other. "...by certain people." She sighed. "I know using your hand 
isn't as exciting... though | would think not much less exciting than me... but can't that be enough? | 
know it gets the desired result in the end, fairly reliably with men." 


Cameron blinked, then seemed to realize something. "Oh. No Mom, | think maybe you aren't 
understanding what I'm saying." 


"What?" Now she was just confused. "You seemed pretty clear to me." 

"It's not... | don't want someone to have regular sex with. You're right; my hand can take care of the daily 
needs. What | want is to lose my virginity. So that | know what it's like. So that | can experience actual 
sex before | die." 

"Oh." Amanda didn't see much of a distinction there at first, but thinking about it, she did. It meant that it 
wasn't an issue of Cameron coping with horniness, like she had thought. Instead it was him wanting to 


know what one of the most basic and ingrained parts of being human was like. 


That was a problem, she thought unhappily, because there wasn't really any way to cope with that, was 
there? Either you had the memory or you didn't. 


"| don't know what to tell you, Cameron,” she said unhappily. "I can't think of any solution to what you 
want." 


"I can." 


"| know you can, and you heard my answer." She looked at him with growing frustration. "It's out of the 
question." 


He sighed. "Look, | think we've gone as far as we're gonna get today with this. | don't want to upset you. 
Can | ask you to at least do one thing for me?" 


"What?" She was wary. 

"Just... think it over." She started to voice a harsh reply, and he raised a hand placatingly. "Seriously, 
you owe me this much. If you're going to cut off such a major part of my life, its only fair that you at least 
do it after careful thought and weighing the pros and cons, not as a knee-jerk reaction based on how 


things used to work." 


Amanda thought about that, then nodded. "Okay. Fine. I'll give it some honest thought. You're right, you 
do deserve that much. Just don't expect that you're going to get a different answer when I'm done." 


"Understood." He didn't exactly look happy, but clearly realized it was the best he was going to get. 


"I'm going to go have lunch, then write up the key points of the transmission for our records and do my 
afternoon workout," she said, standing. "| might meditate afterwards. I'll see you at dinner." 


Cameron nodded. "See you then. | may see about getting either the monthly navigation scan or the 
systems report out of the way." 


"Good idea." Amanda walked back into the stateroom and carefully closed the door. 


Part of living with another person in only two rooms and a bathroom was allowing plenty of time for 
solitude each day. It was the only way to keep them from getting on each other's nerves. Mostly keep 
them. 


Despite what she had promised, she avoided thinking about the matter while typing up a summary of the 
news. She felt unsettled, and vaguely angry at Cameron for making her unsettled on a day that should 
have been a high point of the week. 


Pathetic that a canned news summary is the best thing that ever happens to me anymore, she thought 
despondently. 


When she was done, she turned to the hanging bag Cameron had made her out of replicator material 
and began her impact workout, punching and knee-kicks, taken from the frustratingly sparce information 
the pod database had on Muay Thai kickboxing. It was probably not very effective as a fighting 
technique, but it was rigorous, worked much of her body, and she'd found it was great at working out 
stress and frustration. 


This whole thing wasn't fair. Her fists pummeled the bag. None of this was her fault, and he was asking 
her to... she didn't even want to think about it, yet she'd promised that she would. A kick, another kick. 
Say, for the sake of argument, that she... agreed to what he'd asked of her. What would the results be? 


Obviously their relationship would change, wouldn't it? They would have done something horribly wrong. 


She threw a left jab violently at the bag. Why was it wrong? It was a stupid question but she knew he'd 
ask it. It was wrong because... 


She swore and pummeled her fists into her target in a frenzy of anger. It was wrong because it was just 
WRONG, obviously wrong. It was incest. That answer, while being all she needed to know and feel, 
offended her on a basic level as a scientist who prided herself on rational thought. She knew it would be 
received with contempt by Cameron, who she'd taught to reason just like her and who would very 
probably consider her a hypocrite for being unable to give clear, factual reasons. 


Too bad. It's not up to Cameron, Amanda thought, slamming home a set of knee strikes. This involved 
her just as much as him, and she didn't... she hadn't even touched herself in years! It was ridiculous to 
think that she could go from that to having sex with her own son. 


And then what would she do afterwards, go cold turkey again? The thought slipped out before she could 
stop it, and she swore angrily and threw an overhand punch that landed so hard it made her hand ache. 
That was a completely inappropriate way to think about it. But maybe realistic. She had promised she'd 
think about this unemotionally. 


Still, it did upset her. Why? She made herself examine her own feelings, and then swore again and 


landed a set of bruising bodyblows on the bag. Because she was afraid that she would enjoy having sex 
again. There was nothing wrong with enjoying sex; before the accident she'd always taken a sort of 
naughty pride in being hornier than the average woman and pushing her husband to exhaustion every 
chance she got. Bult... 


But Greg's dead and Cameron's my son, she thought unhappily. What if we did it and I... 


A searing, unspeakably graphic image of ‘what if' flashed through her mind and she groaned, lashing out 
blindly at the bag with both fists. Oh fuck, STOP it, she told herself wretchedly. This is your fault. You've 
let yourself get repressed and frustrated. 


She needed to start using her hand again. It amazed her she'd gone so long without even thinking about 
it. 


Finally, after nearly half an hour, she slumped back, legs weak and chest heaving. Sweat streamed 
down her body, and she felt like she'd just been in a real fight. Her arms and thighs ached and tingled 
from the force of her punches and kicks, and with stiff movements she stripped off her clothes and 
started to trudge to the shower. 


A pounding at the stateroom door almost made her jump just as she entered the bathroom. "Mom, | 
need you," Cameron called. 


"Damn it, you had better not mean what | think you mean," Amanda snarled, her temper giving way. "| 
told you-" 


"No, damn it, | mean need you out here now!" She could hear the strain in his voice now and something 
that sounded like fear. "This is important!" 


Her blood turned to ice as she pictured a million horrible things. Hurriedly she grabbed the towel, 
wrapped it around herself, and dashed out into the front room. "What?! What's wrong?!" 


Cameron didn't even react to her relative undress. "| was doing the nav sensor readings. You need to 
take a look at them and tell me if what I'm seeing is..." He shook his head. "You're an atmospheric 
scientist and you have knowledge | don't." 


Frowning, she hurried past him and sat down at the terminal, still open to the scan. Usually it was pretty 
boring, given that they were floating in the empty void of space light-years from any... 


"It's an asteroid," she said with mild surprise, examining the data. "We've seen those before, though this 
one's bigger than the others. Why, what did you think it-" 


"The track. Look at the track." 


She did, then sucked in her breath and called up a set of tools more complex than the ones Cameron 
was qualified to use. For ten minutes she worked in silence, then exhaled and closed the terminal. 


"So | was wrong, right? It's not-" 


"It's going to come close," Amanda said calmly. "Close enough to see through the windows." 

"But it's going to miss us, right? By a comfortable margin?" 

She looked at her son's pleading face and sighed. "| don't know, Cameron," she admitted. "It's going to 
be close. This far out | can't determine the exact track closely enough to tell. We're just going to have to 
wait and see." 


"Mom, that thing's huge." She could hear the fear in his voice. "If it hits us..." 


"...It'll smash the pod to bits and we'll both die," she finished, voice still calm. "Yes. And | can't tell you 
that isn't a possibility, or even that it's a very unlikely possibility. But there's nothing we can do about it." 


Cameron's fist clenched. "There has to be something! | don't... | don't want to die yet! Damnit!" He 
looked away. "I'm sick of just sitting around and waiting for nothing! Waiting to die! I'm going to figure out 
a plan in case it is going to hit us. Some way to save us in time." 

She sighed. "If it makes you feel better, go ahead and try. But don't get upset if you can't think of 
anything." Privately she was certain it was impossible; they were just going to have to wait and hope for 
the best. 


"I'll think of something.” His voice had the assurance of youth and inexperience. "Don't worry." 


Ah, and there was the verbal transfer of stated fear from himself to her, she thought with amusement. 
"I'm not worried," she said, only half-truthfully. 


"I'm going to put some of my regular activities on hold to work on this," he said. "| may need to borrow 
some of your technical pads." 


"Fine, but you need to keep up your workouts," Amanda replied. "You'll need the stress relief." 


"Yeah, of course." He paused, then seemed to see her clearly for the first time. "Uh... were you getting in 
the shower?" 


"Yes." She shifted, adjusting the towel. 

He inhaled. "| can smell the workout on you." His eyes dropped to her cleavage. 

Amanda flushed. "Do you mind?" 

"Sorry." Cameron's eyes jerked away. "It's just an awfully nice sight." 

Again, despite her displeasure, she felt a perverse pride that he thought so. "I'm sure you've seen nicer," 


she said before she could stop herself. Damn it, she thought unhappily, that had half come out as a 
question. 


"Not really. Certainly not close enough to touch." His voice sounded sincere. "They're pretty amazing." 
"| didn't say you could touch." That had also sounded wrong; it had almost come out as playful. 


"Well, you did say you'd think about it," Cameron said. His eyes dipped back down, this time to where 
the towel barely covered the top of her thighs. 


Amanda abruptly stood. "| need to shower," she said curtly, and walked back to the stateroom. She 
could feel Cameron's eyes on her towel-sheathed ass as she went. 


She got into the shower, turned the water on, and started to cry once she was sure he couldn't hear her 
over the spray. Fuck, fuck, fuck. They could both be dead in a week. That asteroid's trajectory went right 
through theirs like an thread through the eye of a needle. What were the fucking odds of that in all this 
void? Probably about the same as the Jocasta having mechanical issues. Sometimes it felt like her life 
had been cursed by a sadistic fate. 


And this damn thing with Cameron on top of that. Why now, why her, why why why. 


She sniffled and wiped water and tears from her eyes. Look at the bright side, she told herself. You're 
over forty and your second biggest problem is that somebody thinks you're sexy. That's not so bad, 
right? 


She choked out a laugh despite herself. Somehow the prospect of approaching death made the problem 
of Cameron, which had seemed so dire and awful this morning, seem almost silly and ridiculous now. 


Well, she thought to herself, it's not going away, so you need to get more comfortable with how he looks 
at you now. Had been looking at her for a while, apparently. Shit. How had she not noticed that 
appreciative gaze before? 


Ugh. Comfortable was one thing, flirting was another. She had almost been flirting back there. That 
wasn't fair to either of them. 


He hadn't seen nicer, he'd said. Not even that pair of babysitters with the tits bursting out of their 
blouses. Amanda vividly remembered those two; they'd been ten years younger than her, slim and 
pretty, and Cameron had liked them. So had Greg, though he'd never said or done anything. They'd 
made her feel old and ugly at thirtyish; stressed from long hours at the lab and the unending work of 
being a mother, at least 30 pounds overweight, most of it in her hips and belly and face, and with terrible 
muscle tone. 


Now, though, he liked her assets better than those two sluts. That made her feel good. Appraisingly she 
moved her hands up to cup her heavy, rounded breasts, the pale orbs beaded and flowing with water. 
She'd always been proud of them... Greg had claimed they were her best feature after her mind... and 
constant exercise had set them on a toned body. Without thinking about it, she tweaked her nipples with 
her fingers. 


A shiver ran down her, and she did it again. Then again. Before long she was kneading her own mounds 
enthusiastically, eyes closed, mouth slightly open. 


| bet Cameron wishes he could do this, she thought rebelliously. Put his hands on the best pair he's ever 
seen, and... 


She was imagining him doing it, she realized to her sudden horror, and she was aroused. Well... she'd 
been aroused, from touching herself, but the image definitely wasn't hurting. 


She let go of her breasts and stood under the shower for a while, suddenly feeling disgusted with 
herself. Just an aging, frightened woman, desperate for flattery from any quarter, she thought bitterly. 


Warm as the shower was, she felt cold. 


KKK 


Dinner that night was subdued. Amanda didn't feel like talking and Cameron was engrossed in his own 
ideas, schemes for saving them bubbling out of every pore. Sometimes he would toss questions at her. 
The answers she gave were almost always ones that struck down a newly-born idea. 


"Well, I'll think of something," he assured her towards the end of the meal. "I still have a few ideas. Just 
need to refine them and check some things." 


She'd smiled and said supportive things. If it Kept his mind busy in the days ahead, so much the better. 


Her own after-dinner activity was digging out the information on what to do in the event of a hull breach 
and going over it. Some of it was unhelpful, like 'evacuate the compromised section’. But there were 
more useful tips on what to do if you were trapped in a room with a leak, ways to minimize the loss of air 
and pressure. 


The problem with most of the tips is that they were meant to be extremely temporary measures, not 
‘something that needs to last the remainder of your natural life’. 


The other problem, which was related to that... the emergency measures were all geared towards 
short-term survival; slowing the loss of oxygen and pressure to where the life support systems could 
keep up. The problem was that air was matter... gaseous matter, but still matter. The replicator systems 
had to obey the law of conservation of mass; they could change one form of matter into another, but 
they couldn't create it from nothing. That meant if they lost any of the pod's interior mass, from air to food 
to furnishings, that was mass the replicator didn't have to make, well, fresh air, water for the showers, 
and their daily breakfasts. 


After a few hours, Amanda sighed and put the pad aside. What a fucking day. The only thing she could 
say about it was that it hadn't been boring. 


Stripping, she put on her nightdress and got into bed. She stared at the ceiling, wondering if she'd be 
able to sleep. 


Five minutes later, she drifted off without even realizing it. 


In her dream, Amanda Santander had made it right. Either she had come up with a brilliant way to whisk 
them back to Earth, or maybe she had turned down the job all those years ago and they'd never boarded 
the Jocasta. The exact whys and hows of it weren't important. Now she was home, in their house just 
outside of Vancouver, under the mountains in the shadow of the trees. 


She drifted to the door and opened it, smiling as she welcomed Cameron and his girlfriend inside. They 
entered arm in arm, and as they chattered and laughed Amanda brought out tea and scones. 


They went out to the backyard, in the bright sun and gentle ocean breeze off the nearby Pacific, and 
Amanda sat across from them. The girlfriend's form was fluid; it changed as the dream proceeded. 
Sometimes she resembled one of the babysitters, other times one of the fresh, perky young research 
assistants she'd known at the lab. It didn't matter. She was always attractive, always affectionate and 
friendly, always clearly in love with Cameron. 


They talked about Cameron's job in Engineering Research, about their new apartment, how they were 
thinking of getting a dog. Amanda listened and chattered, her heart swelling with a deep happiness 
tinged by jealousy. 


He's too good for her, of course, she thought wistfully. But she makes him happy and he could have 
done worse. | had to lose him sometime. 


This was right and proper, as much as it hurt. As much as she wanted to keep him, there were things 
that she couldn't give him that this woman could; satisfaction, children, an equal partner, someone to 
grow old with. Deeply important things. 


She watched the two of them leaning close together, and smiled, the jealousy refusing to leave 
completely. The woman had better be up to the job Amanda was bequeathing her. 


"Am | going to get grandchildren soon?" she asked teasingly. 

"| hope so, when we're a little more settled," Cameron replied. "We both want children." 

The girlfriend said something, exactly what wasn't important, and Cameron put an arm around the 
woman's shoulders and pulled her close. They tenderly kissed as Amanda sipped her tea, feeling 


suddenly remote. 


A shadow seemed to fall over the garden, but nobody appeared to notice, and they chattered on despite 
her growing unease. 


"Are you happy, really happy, Cameron?" she finally asked anxiously. "Work's going all right?" 
"Everything's great, Mom," he replied, smiling. He kissed his girlfriend on the cheek, and she placed her 


head in his lap, as if to rest. He stroked it gently, and then looked up at Amanda, perfectly content. "I'm 
so glad I've been able to have this." 


The light went out of the garden as the descending asteroid completely blocked out the sun. 


KKK 


Amanda sat bolt upright in bed with a strangled gasp. For several seconds she just stared sightlessly 
into the dark, breathing. Then she let out a choked half-sob. 


All the things she'd taken away from all of them by accepting that job. Greg's life, her son's future... her 
own happiness and chance to watch her loved ones live happy, healthy lives. 


She hadn't done anything wrong. It had been reasonable for her to ask her family to yield to her wishes 
for something so extremely important to her. There had been no way to predict that things would turn out 
as they had. But that was different from it not being her fault, wasn't it? There was no getting around the 
fact that if she hadn't had her way, none of this would have happened. 


And now, in the darkness, she understood with clarity what Cameron could have had, what she would 
have wanted him to have, what everything right said he ought to have. 


That's how it's supposed to work, isn't it? she thought bitterly. You raise your baby to be a man, and then 
you give them to a woman who can take over their affections and return them in a way you can't. And 
you bask in your pride and wait for the grandchildren and hope like hell the girl is up to it. 


But there was no waiting girlfriend for her to pass the torch to, jealous or no. There never would be. She 
was on her own. 


It had been reasonable for her to ask her family to yield to her wishes for something extremely important 
to her. Something they hadn't wanted, but which she had wanted far more. Maybe the reverse was true. 


She started to automatically reject the idea once again, then stopped, the memory of the dream still 
echoing in her mind. They would probably be dead in two weeks time. This was obviously important to 
Cameron. It ought to be important to him, she now understood. She would have never given up the 
memory of what she'd had with Greg, never. Oh, the love between them, of course... that above all. But 
before there had been love, there had been sex. The love had grown from that, and she treasured it. 
She had no regrets. It had been so, so important to have experienced that. 


It would be a few minutes at most. Then it would all be over, he'd have what he wanted, and she could 
forget about it for however long they had left to live. 


You can't seriously be considering this, she thought waveringly. You just... you can't. 

The memory of his face in the dream returned, and she sighed. He deserved to know what it was like. 
Maybe she didn't owe him this... she almost certainly didn't... but if she could make his last few days a 
little brighter with this, maybe it was worth it, however unnatural it was. 


Maybe in a few days. She could think about it and- 


Amanda shook her head. As soon as the impact of the dream faded, she knew, she'd lose her nerve. If 


she was bent on doing this, it had to be now. 

She hesitated, deeply uncertain, then swallowed and got out of bed. She almost stumbled, and catching 
herself she walked over and stared at herself in the mirror. A tired, rather frightened-looking middle-aged 
woman stared back. 

| can't go to him like this, Amanda thought unhappily. Entering the bathroom, she ran some water in the 
sink and splashed it in her face. Then she combed her disheveled hair, looked at herself critically, and 
opened the seldom-used bathroom cabinet. 

She still kept and used a store of cosmetics, mostly for what passed for special occasions or when she 
felt like looking extra good for her own sake. Not much, just some carefully applied eye pencil in small 
doses, some blemish powder, and deep red lipstick. She applied it, the haze of sleep changing into a 
sort of giddy unreality. 


When she was done, the tired woman was gone and a serious-faced attractive blonde professional 
stared back at her from the mirror. Much better. 


She walked to the door to the front room, reached for the handle, hesitated. If she went in there, there 
would be no going back from this unthinkable act. She could still just return to bed and go to sleep. 


Her nerve nearly failed, and she almost did just that. In the end, it was a deeply trivial, almost ridiculous 
thing that made the difference; she'd gone to the trouble of doing her makeup and hair and didn't want it 
to be wasted. Placing her hand firmly on the handle, she opened the door and walked into the darkened 
front room. 


Cameron was asleep on the sofa he used for a bed, fully clothed, covered loosely by a sheet. She 
walked to stand by him and knelt slightly. "Cameron. Hey, Cameron," she softly called. 


After a second, he came awake with a bleary start. "Hunhh? Wha? Mom? Wass wrong?" He struggled to 
a sitting position, blinking sleepily. "What is it?" 


She exhaled. "Are you still interested in losing your virginity?" 

"Huh?" He stared at her, then his eyes widened. "Uh... yes. Yes." 

"All right. Come with me into the bedroom." 

He scrambled to his feet, fully awake and alert now. "Are you... are we going to-" 
"Yes." Amanda's tone was distant. "It won't take long." 

"Okay." Her son's voice was nervous but excited. 


They walked back into the stateroom, and Amanda turned to face him. "You're sure about this? This is 
what you want?" 


"Yeah. I'm sure." Cameron's voice had no hesitation. "It's just unexpected. The timing, | mean." 
"Well." She shrugged, then looked away. "Just do what | say, and let's get this over with." 
He flinched. "Look... if you really don't want to do th-" 


"It's my decision to make," she said, cutting him off curtly. "| know what you want. You let me worry 
about what | want, okay?" 


"All right,” he replied, still sounding a little uncertain. 


Shit. They were fucking this up already and they hadn't even done anything. Amanda sighed, then 
glanced at the bed. She supposed they had better get on with it, but she wasn't completely sure how. 
She hadn't thought this far ahead. 


Well, there was one obvious thing. Taking a step back, she took her nightdress and pulled it off over her 
head. Tossing it over a chair, she sat down in the double bed, propped up slightly against the pillowed 
headboard. 


Cameron stared in a clear mix of awe, fascination, and desire at the sight of Amanda Santander's nude 
body stretched out on the coverlet. Despite the close quarters she didn't think he'd ever seen her fully 
naked before... a glimpse here and there, perhaps, but not completely on display like this. The 
expression on his face made her cheeks redden slightly and provoked an urge to cover herself. At the 
same time, she had to admit she found it gratifying. 


His eyes moved from her full, round breasts, the areola capping them wide and red, and down to her 
toned, muscled stomach and abdomen. Then down further, between her exposed legs. His expression 
suddenly grew almost comically uncertain. 

"Everything meets with your satisfaction?” she said with a hint of dryness. "What you expected?" 
"You're beautiful," he said with complete sincerity. "I'm..." He continued to stare, then looked 
embarrassed. "I'm just surprised. Uh, about... about the hair. None of the others I've seen had, uh... 


hair." 


Amanda's eyes widened a bit. "Cameron Santander, where did you see women's private parts before? 
You've been here since you were only 12 or so!" 


He looked sheepish. "Internet porn." 


"Damn it, we secured the terminals and pads!" Amanda said, half upset and half amused. "Your father 
spent three hours making sure you couldn't see that stuff!" 


"| spent 12 hours undoing it when | was 11." Cameron shrugged. "| never did get video to work." 


She sighed, then glanced down at the thick tangle of honey-blonde fur that covered her labia and pubic 
triangle. "Well, use that annoyingly sharp mind, hon. Why do you think none of the others were like 


this?" 


He frowned, the lure of a riddle to be solved breaking through even the grip of the desire that clearly held 
him. "Well... you don't have any special ancestry that | know of. You don't have any health conditions 
that | know of either. You're the same race as some of them." He brightened. "Ahhh. It's an age thing. All 
of the porn models were young women. After the twenties or thirties, women must grow hair..." He 
seemed to realize something. "Not that you aren't still young,” he hastily added. "Just not as young. In 
years." 


"Very well theorized," Amanda said, amused despite herself. She had always loved helping him reason 
out life's mysteries. "It's a solid hypothesis." 


He beamed, and she shook her head. "It's also wrong," she gently told him. "Try again." 


"Uh..." He stared at her nakedness, clearly just wanting to get on with what she had promised him, mind 
working. Then, slowly: "It isn't climate, is it? That doesn't seem right. Vancouver wasn't that cold." 


Amanda shook her head. "What did all those women have in common with each other that they didn't 
have with me, Cameron?" 


"Uh... they were in their twenties. They were porn models. They..." Realization dawned. "Oh. They were 
porn models. Do you mean normally-" 


"That's right. We're all hairy down there, just like men." Amanda smiled. "Some women shave it, partly or 
completely. | used to shave in the summers, back when | would still wear a bikini from time to time. They 
do it in porn so that you can get a good look at the goods, so to speak. Gives a lot of young men strange 
ideas of what to expect." Her voice grew a bit arch. "You don't mind, | hope?" 


"No! No, it's fine. | was just surprised." He certainly didn't look like he minded. "So... should | give you 
foreplay? Maybe play with your-" 


"Hon, don't make this into something it's not," she said, not unkindly. He just looked at her with helpless 
frustration, and she sighed. "Why don't you start by taking off your clothes? That does need to happen at 
some stage." 


"Oh! Right." With increasing nervousness, he stripped off his shirt, revealing his smooth, 
slightly-muscled chest. Cameron was slender and lightly-built by nature, but his regular workouts had 
given him a wiry strength and a well-defined torso. Amanda had always been proud of his looks, 
although she'd never imagined they'd be relevant to her in this way. 


He hesitated, glanced at her. She gave him an impatient nod, and he nervously pulled down his boxer 
shorts and let them fall to the carpet at his feet. 


Amanda stared, shocked in a way she hadn't expected to be. She hadn't seen her son naked below the 
waist since he was small, save for a handful of half-glimpses that were mostly from behind. She had 
never, ever seen him fully, rampantly erect, as he was now, his stiff cock jutting from his dark pubes and 
almost quivering with readiness. It didn't seem like something that could belong to her son. It felt like she 


was looking at a naked man she had never met before, a naked man with very definite intentions 
towards her. 


Oh shit. Oh shit, he's huge, Amanda thought numbly. She remembered Greg's cock exquisitely well... 
she'd spent enough time with it in her face... and he had been much smaller than Cameron was. Where 
the fuck had he gotten it from?!? Dim memories of jokes from her childhood, of her mother complaining 
to her father with a mixture of pride and weary annoyance about his size when she hadn't known 
Amanda could hear. Which had been confusing to her at the time, since her father hadn't been a 
particularly tall man... 


He was standing there, pointing the massive, strange thing at her. This had been a horrible mistake, she 
realized. She inched back slightly in the bed, wanting to look back to her son's face but unable to take 
her eyes off the stiff male organ of the stranger in the darkness getting ready to fuck her with it. 


Cameron took a step forwards, and Amanda forced herself to snap out of her sudden panic. "Hold ona 
moment," she said, keeping her voice steady. "Change of plans." 


"You changed your mind?" He tried not to sound deeply disappointed and failed. 


"No. You're just..." She didn't want to feed his ego too much. "...you're large enough that we're going to 
need lubrication." 


"What?" He looked deeply confused. "I don't... Mom, | don't actually know that much about how this 
works. I'm not sure what you're saying." 


Amanda sighed, then swung her legs off the bed and stood, suddenly in the presence of her brilliant but 
unworldly son again instead of the frightening, rampant male coming to take her. "Don't worry about it, 
Cameron. I'll explain as we go along. Just stand there for now." She walked over to the materials 
replicator. "And... can you call me ‘Amanda’ until we're done? It makes it feel less..." She flushed, not 
knowing how to continue. 

"Of course. Whatever you want, Amanda." 


"Good." It was a stupid thing, but it made her feel a little better. She turned to the replicator and put her 
thumb on the plate. "Lubricant." 


"Please specify Baby, Mechanical, or Sexual lubricant," the mechanical voice replied. 
"S-Sexual lubricant." There was a slight quaver in her voice. 
"Working." Was it her imagination, or did the voice sound even more disapproving than normal? 


After a second, the dispenser opened to reveal a large vial of a clear substance. Amanda took it, then 
walked back to the bed and sat down on the edge of it, fumbling with the stopper. 


Cameron had been watching her bare ass as she had bent to use the replicator, and now he walked 
towards her as she sat. Amanda could see his cock bounce slightly as he walked, still tautly stiff and 


almost vibrating with eagerness. She swallowed. There was obviously no way she was taking him 
without the lube; she was dry, and the few times she had taken Greg's dick while dry had been 
somewhat painful. She didn't want to think about what it would be like with this larger one. The most 
efficient thing was to just apply the stuff directly to the shaft. 


Having him do it himself would be preferable. Unfortunately, Amanda thought with glum resignation, 
Cameron was inexperienced enough that he might very well screw up the amount needed or the places 
it needed applying to, with the resulting discomfort being borne by her. No, best if she took care of it 
herself. 


Glancing down at her hands, she tugged off her gold wedding band and leaned over to set the ring on 
the headboard with a metallic clink. She didn't want it to catch on or abrade anything, and anyway, it 
wasn't really appropriate for what was about to happen. 


"Come stand in front of me and I'll put this on you," she said, finally getting the vial open and pouring 
some into one palm. 


Cameron came to a stop almost touching her knees; she could feel him in her personal space, 
especially the massive erection that was now close enough to touch without stretching. It was 
disconcerting, to say the least. "What's this for?" he asked curiously. "Does it enhance the pleasure?" 


"In a manner of speaking," she said, a hint of black humor entering her voice. "When a woman gets 
highly aroused, she produces a natural version of this inside her. If she isn't, then... well, sex involves a 
lot of friction, Cameron. If the man's over a certain size, then there can be uncomfortable chafing." 


"You weren't expecting to need this!" He grinned at her, suddenly smug. "I'm bigger than you expected, 
aren't |?" 


"A bit, yes," she admitted. 
"| knew it!" He preened. Every young man, Amanda reflected with mild disgust, wants to be told how big 
his dick is. She was considering saying something when he suddenly looked crestfallen, the cocky pride 


vanishing in an instant. "Wait... so you're not aroused?" 


She looked up at him as if he was crazy. Cameron's face reddened and he fidgeted. "| thought maybe 
seeing..." he mumbled, gesturing vaguely towards his manhood. "Am | doing something wrong?" 


"No. Don't make this into something it's not," she repeated. "Now lean toward me a bit and then hold 
still." 


He did. Amanda took a deep breath, then reached out and took hold of her son's cock. 
The two of them shivered in exact unison, as if an electric shock had just run through each. It felt stiff 
and warm against her fingertips. Gingerly, Amanda began to slather on the lube, rubbing it on the 


quivering shaft with her fingers and palm. 


"Oh. Oh wow, that's..." Cameron sounded a little overwhelmed. "Uh, M- Amanda..." 


"This won't take long," she said calmly. "Just bear with me for a few seconds." The penis she was 
stroking felt even larger than it looked, and she wanted to make sure it was sufficiently slippery for the 
next step. 


She hadn't had to lubricate Greg very often. Anticipation and desire had done the job quite well enough. 
She'd given him her share of handjobs, though, which wasn't that different from this. 


The cock under her hands was slick now, glistening in the low light. His scrotum, compact, jiggled 
underneath. Looking at it, touching it, it was again hard to believe it was Cameron's. 


To her chagrin, she felt the first stirrings of arousal; a slight moistness down below, a hardening of her 
nipples. Stop that, she scolded herself, fingers sliding along the oiled cockshaft of her son. That's not- 


Abruptly Cameron sucked in his breath with a groan and shuddered. Without any further warning, a jet of 
semen shot from his flared head, barely missing her and spattering across the sheets beside her. 


She recoiled with a hiss of startlement, letting go of his dick. A second spurt came, and she jerked to 
one side out of the way. A single drop of it landed on her anyway, falling to land on her right thigh. 


"Oh, for... already?" she muttered, looking down at her leg with dismay. The white glob was no bigger 
than a pencil eraser, but felt boiling hot to her troubled mind. 


"| tried to tell you," Cameron said defensively. "| always come really quickly the first time." 


"What a mess." She stared ineffectively at the sticky seed on the bed, trying to pretend none of it had hit 
her. Cameron reached over, grabbed his T-Shirt, and tossed it to her; gratefully, she used it to mop 
some of it up without touching it. "Are we going to have to put this off, or-" 


"No. | just need a minute." His cock, dribbling the last few dregs of his premature climax, was 
semi-flaccid now rather than the quivering pole it had been. Even as she watched, though, it began to 
stiffen again. The stamina of the young, she thought with a trace of envy. 


"All right." She leaned forwards and examined the growing organ; sure enough, she'd done her job and it 
was well-lubricated. She supposed the time had come for the next step. Turning, she swung her legs up 
on the bed and propped herself up. 


Cameron was fully erect again and watching her. Amanda glanced at him. "Are you ready?" she asked 
softly, fighting back her nerves. 


"Yeah," he replied, eyes never leaving her. "Very much so. What... what do you want me to do?" 
"Climb up on the bed here." He did, crouching on the foot of the bed on his knees. Swallowing, feeling a 
confused cross between frightened and whorish, Amanda spread her legs for him. "Come forwards over 


me," she instructed. 


He almost bounded to comply, crab-walking forwards with a hungry eagerness that made her shrink 


back a little. The rampant erection was almost lying on her stomach now, and she again had a moment 
of panic. Cameron loomed over her; she could see his naked body outlined against the dim light, smell 
the unfamiliar male arousal scent that was both like and unlike Greg's. Once again Amanda had the 
sensation of lying naked before an intruder, a stranger intent on enjoying her. 


She shook it off with an effort. "All right. Now place the tip at my entrance, and lean forwards." 


"Uh... the entrance..." A fumbling hand reached out to touch her outer lips, making her jump. Quickly, 
she moved her own hand down and expertly spread her golden-haired labia with two fingers, exposing 
the red tunnel. "Oh." He leaned forwards, one hand beside her holding him up, and carefully guided his 
cock into position with the other. 


Amada tensed as she felt his head touch her cuntal gates. Oh fuck, she thought numbly, this can't be 
real, | can't be allowing this. Oh fuck. He was leaning over her now, his chest only a few inches above 
the pooled mounds of her breasts, and she could feel his breath hot on the tops of them. "You... you can 
put it in now," she said softly, voice breaking slightly. "Please be careful." 


"Uh... careful of what?" Cameron sounded a little nervous. 


"You're pushing a long hard object deep into my body," she said with a shaky half-laugh. "Think about 
Ite 


"Oh." He swallowed. "I'll be careful, Amanda." 


"| know you will." Impulsively, she reached out and put her hand on the one holding him up and 
squeezed. "Go ahead, now." 


Cameron's hand turned and squeezed hers back. Then, with wary excitement, he lowered himself 
downward, his hips and buttocks pushing forwards as he did. 


Amanda gasped as her son's penis entered her. She hadn't had a man in close to a decade, and while 
she hadn't forgotten what it was like, the physical reminder of it was almost shocking in its intensity. 
Especially since it felt so different... 


Too big, she thought, he's too big... She could feel her pussy strain to accomodate the volume of his 
meat as he slowly bore down, a strain she hadn't known with Greg. Her husband had been about the 
perfect size for her; this... this provoked a feeling of fullness inside her that she wasn't sure that she 
liked. It would have been painful without the lube; as it was, there was still discomfort. 


Cameron kept pushing further in, and she bit her lip. He'd gone deeper now than anyone had ever been. 
Anyone... Amanda realized with a bit of a chagrined shock that while she'd always thought of herself as 
quite experienced sexually... she'd done the deed often enough... her only partner had ever been Greg. 
She knew almost nothing about what sex with another man was like, let alone with her own son. 


She felt the bristly softness of his pubic hair mingle with hers as he finished lowering himself, burying his 
manhood to the root in her, their genital mounds pressed together. His weight came to rest on her lower 
body, upper torso still held above her by his outstretched arms on either side of her shoulders. For a 


long span of seconds they lay there, Cameron gazing down at her, Amanda paralyzed by the feel of her 
son's erect, throbbing penis impaling her moistening vagina. His size made the sensation far more 
pronounced than it had been with his father; the knowledge that it was her own child inside her gave it 
an unreal shock. 


"Are you okay?" he finally asked. 
She nodded, not quite able to bring herself to speak. 
"What do | do now?" 


Amanda just looked at him with disbelief. "Do you really need me to tell you what you do next?" she said 
with frayed patience. "You really can't figure it out yourself on instinct?" For fuck's sake Cameron, she 
thought with disgust, you're mounting a naked woman and buried to the root in her, what do you THINK 
you do, darling? 


He reddened, embarrassed. "Uh... | just didn't want to do something | shouldn't. So just wing it from 
here?" 


"Yes. Just be gentle and listen to me if | say something." Please just get on with it, she mentally begged. 


"All right." Cameron took a deep breath, then pushed his hips forward against hers. Amanda made a 
startled noise as his cock slid through her tight cunt, first downwards, then outwards again as his push 
halted and drew back. Again he pushed down and forwards. 


Oh fuck. This is sex. He's having sex with me! Amanda thought with a sort of inanely aghast surprise. Of 
course he is, that's the whole point of this, but | didn't realize... His hips started to find a rhythm, the 
exact same one Greg had used. 


| didn't really realize what that meant, her thought finished helplessly. Her son's taut buttocks pumped up 
and down between her spread legs, her thighs cradling his busy hips. This was no longer awkward; it 
was a sex act. She was fucking a man, only her second man ever. And it was her own son. And... 


And it felt like sex. It felt good. Jolts of pleasure shot through her, something she'd been utterly 
unprepared for. She could feel herself grow increasingly aroused as her child took her, her pussy 
growing wet, her thick red nipples growing rock hard as the wide areola flushed. 


Cameron's face was aglow as he serviced her, his breathing heavy. Every thrust forward atop her he 
would grunt out an 'Uhnnn’, immediately echoed by her gasping, stifled moan as his cock plowed her 
deep. The two sounds blended together into a rhythmic call-and-respond, just as their naked bodies 
blended, him atop her. 


Oh fuck. Oh fuck, that's good, Amanda thought with heady shame. | didn't think it would be like this. It 
shouldn't be like this. This is so wrong. But he's doing so well. I'm so proud of him. He's grown into such 
a fine man. With a very, very fine penis... 


Her face flushed bright red, and then Cameron bent his head. One of his arms reached out, leaving him 


braced up by the other, and took hold of her right breast, squeezing gently. She shivered, and then his 
lips closed around her diamond-hard nipple and his tongue flicked out. 


"Ohhhh, Cameron!" Amanda had intended the words to carry shock and protest. Instead they came out 
as a coy cry of passion. Her son's mouth mashed against her quivering breast, his hand fondling and 
plumping the full globe. The sensation caused her to cry out again. "Ohhh!" 


He redoubled his thrusts, and now instinct took over and she pushed her own body back against him, 
her legs wrapping around his upper ones. Amanda's back arched as she raised herself up into her 
mounted offspring, pushing her right breast into his lips, rubbing the left one against his flushed cheek. 
Her hands lifted off the bed to grasp the moons of his ass, caressing them as they labored between her 
thighs. Their motions clashed, uneven, and then settled into a single beat as old as the species, the 
rhythm of a man and a woman, both horny and willing, making love together as one. 


Amanda found her breath turning to pants, a steady string of grunting moans coming from her mouth 
every time Cameron bore down into her, each followed by her hiss as she pushed up into his withdrawal. 
Her sopping, straining cunt, packed tight and aching gloriously, gave a sudden spasm that made her cry 
out and jolted her out of the near-trance she was in. A second spasm provoked another cry, and then 
she gave a gasp of appalled disbelief as she recognized it. 


It can't be an orgasm. I've NEVER had a vaginal orgasm! she thought frantically. She'd come hard and 
wonderfully for Greg many, many times, but every single one of those had been a clitoral orgasm, 
prompted by either Greg's skillful fingers, his equally skillful mouth, or her own furtive fingerplay during 
sex. As much as she'd loved the feel of Greg inside her, she'd never climaxed from it alone. 


You never went almost a decade cold turkey before either, Amanda thought numbly. And Cameron's 
size, while less enjoyable, meant that probably... from the feel of things... his penis was squeezing up 
against the internal part of her clitoris through her vaginal wall. 


Just hold out a bit longer, she begged herself. He has to be nearly done. He came so fast the first time, 
and we've been here for... a long time... ohhhh fuck.... 


The shudder started around her waist, and worked its way up and down her body. As her pussy 
clenched, a throaty scream bubbled up from deep inside Amanda and forced its way out of her trembling 
lips. Above her, Cameron gave a sudden grunt of pain as her hands squeezed his ass spasmodically. 
Her head arched back, and she gave another, almost despairing cry as she rode her orgasm unsteadily. 
Oh fuck, she thought disbelievingly. | just came like a teenage slut for my own son, for Cameron's penis 
inside his mother's wet pussy. This can't be real. This is a dream. 


Cameron slowed and faltered, grimacing as her tight cunt clenched along his length. "A-Amanda?" he 
panted. "Are... are you okay? Did | hurt you? Should | stop?" 


"No," she gasped, "keep going. Please." Again her voice betrayed her; she had intended to convey her 
desire to get to the end of this. What came out sounded to her ears like an unsated, euphoric nympho 
begging for more. 


It must have sounded that way to Cameron as well, because he grinned at her and then bent again to 


nuzzle the tops of her breasts, increasing the force of his moving hips as he did so. She groaned, the 
last of her climax draining away, leaving her pussy with a heightened sensitivity, increasing the 
discomfort but also the intensity of the rocky pleasure. 


"Ohhh. Oh, Amanda!" Cameron's thrusts grew increasingly erratic. She whimpered slightly as he bit 
lightly at her breasts, her neck, his motions frantic. "Oh yes! Talk to me! Tell me it's good!" 


"Shut up and give it to me, Cameron," she panted, not sure what she was saying. "It's good, hon, you're 
so good, I'm so proud of you, just be quiet and give me a little bit more..." 


"Oh fuck, Amanda! You're so good! Oh fuck!" Cameron's voice trailed off in a groan as he thrust down 
hard enough to make her squeal in sudden pain and then froze, straining and stiffening. 


A warm, wet jet suddenly drenched the back of Amanda's stuffed vagina. As her son came over and 
over between her splayed legs, she gave a choking gasp. The sudden gush of his semen into her, filling 
the womb that had birthed him, was like a bucket of cold water, making her actutely conscious again of 
just what they had done after the carnal fog of sexual pleasure. 


I've just committed incest with Cameron, Amanda thought numbly. That was her son, draped over her 
naked belly and breasts like a lover, flushed with sex. The enormity of it froze her, and she lay there, 
eyes wide and staring. 


Cameron continued to strain, motionless, for the next ten seconds, shooting deep into her over and over 
until he had emptied the full contents of his ballsack into her receptive cunt. Then he seemed to shake 
himself out of a stupor, grinned and kissed her neck. "Good?" 


She could feel his weight on her, smell his male fucksweat mingled with hers. Quickly, she let go of his 
taut buttocks. "Can... can you get off now?" she whispered. 


"Yeah." Stretching, he lifted himself off her, giving one breast a final stroke as he did that made her 
flinch. Then, carefully, he moved backwards. 


Amanda bit her lip to muffle a groan as his length slowly slid out of her engorged cunt. It was already 
softening, and as it slipped free of her wet snatch it dangled floppily above her, half-erect. A large blob of 
white cum, garnished with her own slickness, slid down the head of his penis and fell, landing with a wet 
plop among her blonde cunt-curls. She could feel an entire river of his seed, deep within her, flowing 
down her vagina and out to drip down over her anus and puddle on the sheets. 


"That was amazing." Cameron sounded euphoric, awestruck. "You were... if you give me like five, ten 
minutes | can go again." 


"No," she said, the sound harsh and a little raw. "We're done. Go." 
A vulnerable, hurt look suddenly replaced his happiness. "Did | do something wrong? Was it not any-" 


"You did fine, Cameron." She sighed, not wanting to have this conversation but knowing she had to. 
"You did very well for your first time. But I'm over forty, dear. | don't have the stamina you do. | just want 


to go to bed now." 


"Oh! Uh, right. Of course." He awkwardly slid off the bed and onto his feet, dick still bobbling ludicrously 
in the air. "| forgot." He smiled, shyly. "It's pretty easy to forget." 


That made her feel good despite the situation. "Thank you. Good night." 


"Good night, uh, Amanda. You were... good night." He fled, still casting fascinated glances back at her 
sprawled body and the remains of his handiwork. 


As the door shut, Amanda lay back in the bed and stared at the ceiling. She wanted to close her legs, 
but knew leaving them open a while would help clean her out. Cameron's cum, mingled with her own 
slickness, was still dripping down her lower asscrack; she could feel the warmth of his seed flowing the 
other way, too, down into her womb. That was how he'd come to be in the first place, all those years 
ago. 


At least she was sterile now. At least... 


She didn't know what she felt. No, she did. She felt sated, satisfied, pleasured; the decadently enjoyable 
afterglow of lovemaking that she had once known and hadn't realized how much she'd missed. Amanda 
had always before reveled in being a horny woman who liked to be fucked regularly and thoroughly; 
she'd taken pride in wearing Greg out even after they were married with a child. Somehow the idea that 
this might have some bearing on what she'd just done hadn't really sunken in. 


That wasn't all, though. She also felt deeply ashamed. What they had done was perverse by any sense 
of the word. She would never have imagined she would be capable of it, would have been deeply 
shocked and offended at the very idea. And yet she had done it. For Cameron's sake, of course... that 
excused a lot of sins in her mind. 


She hadn't orgasmed for Cameron's sake though, Amanda thought unhappily. She hadn't actively joined 
in the act to make it a better experience for him; she'd done it because she'd wanted more, had enjoyed 
her servicing. That was what she couldn't forgive herself for. It was supposed to be a clinical, passive 
thing; let him have his experience, remote and detached. Instead she'd found herself making love to him. 
To her own son. 


A faint groan escaped her lips. It was over. She needed to just stop thinking about it, bury it away in her 
mind. 


She tried to force herself to think of something else. All that swam through her mind, thought, was the 
image of his erect, rampant penis, quiveringly ready for her. 


It had been good. Not as good as Greg, of course, but he was young and could learn, and even if the 
size was a drawback it did have some charms. It was probably a hell of a mouthful... 


"No, no, no," she whispered in agony, tears running down her cheeks. Ruthlessly she forced away the 
image and the desire that came with it. 


She knew she ought to get up and wash. Her bush was a sticky mess of mixed cum, and her butt 
sheltered a pool of semen on the sheets, fed by the waterfall from her swollen, open snatch. She closed 
her legs, crossed them. 


She couldn't get over the differences from with Greg. And the similarities. At least he'd enjoyed himself. 
Enjoyed her, as a man does a woman. He certainly hadn't seen her as middle-aged and used-up. She 
was pretty sure he'd be beating off to thoughts of her from now on. That gave her a sort of thrill, pleased 
her. 


| may be a pervert, but at least I'm a sexy one, she thought rebelliously. If only he really were a stranger. 
If he were, I'd... 


A flood of licentious images made her bite her lip and turn her thoughts away. In just a minute, she 
thought wearily, I'll get up and shower. 


Seconds later she was fast asleep. 


2 - Death 
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Part Two: Death 


Amanda Santander woke up with a deeply troubled mind, and for a few muzzy seconds she didn't know 
why. Then she remembered. 


Oh. Oh fuck, she thought. What have | done? What did | DO? What was | THINKING? 


You were thinking that you both may only have two weeks to live, she replied to herself, her heart 
sinking even further. Somehow that didn't make things seem any better. 


Grimacing, she pushed herself up into a sitting position and then struggled to her feet. The bottom sheet 
came with her, stuck to her ass and upper thighs by her son's half-dried cum. With a noise of disgust, 
she pulled it free, yanked them off the bed, and dumped them into the materials replicator bin. 


"Sheets, standard,” she said, placing her thumb on the plate. 
"Working," the disapproving voice said. 


After it had produced a clean set of linen, she dumped it on the bed and stared at them for a minute, 
lost. Usually about now she would eat and then exercise and shower. Amanda didn't feel like eating until 
she was Clean... physically clean, anyway. What she really wanted to do was jump in the shower. But 
then she'd have to shower again after she exercised. 


With a vile curse, she stepped in front of the mirror and began her workout. Usually she enjoyed doing it 
nude; seeing her toned body as it stretched and bent and moved was a pleasant reminder of why she 
was putting out the effort and served as a spur to push a little harder. Today she found herself looking 
away a lot. Especially from the matted mess that was her pubic area. 


That wasn't the only reminder of last night, though. She was sore, aching in parts of her thighs, hips, and 
back. Apparently she'd used some muscles she hadn't used in a while; not part of her usual workout, 


haha. If she had just stayed passive it probably wouldn't have strained anything. But, of course, she 
hadn't... 


Amanda got about two thirds of the way through the workout before she decided that she simply couldn't 
take any more. Turning away from the mirror, she walked towards the bathroom. 


She was glistening with a thin sheen of sweat when she entered, and she could smell herself, both the 
scent of her morning exertion and the lingering odor of sex and arousal. And another, male scent still 
clinging to her body, teasing. With a muffled curse, she turned on the water, got out the soap, and began 
to scrub. 


The cold water was bracing, and Amanda quickly cleansed her skin of the remains of their lovemaking. 
She hesitated when it came to her pussy; finally, wincing, she used a cloth and two of her fingers to 
clean her entrance. The feel of something just inside her gates made her nipples harden in a way that 
had nothing to do with the cold water. She was still slightly tender, she discovered, but not nearly as 
sore as she had feared she would be after taking something that size. Not particularly worse than a 
vigorous session with Greg, really. 


Finally, clean, she had the room reclaim the water. Then she went to the sink, removed last night's 
makeup... had she really been that vain? What had she been thinking?!? After that was done, she left 
the bathroom and started to get dressed. 


About halfway through the mundane process of choosing her clothing she realized that she was 
considering what Cameron would find attractive on her. 


Swearing once again, she finished getting dressed. She turned to go, paused and then glanced at a glint 
of metal on the headboard, where her wedding ring still sat abandoned from last night. She ought to put 
it back on... 


Amanda sighed. Somehow, taking it off for sex and putting it on the next morning made it feel like she 
was committing adultery as well as incest. That marriage had ended with Greg's death. Maybe it was 
best to just leave the ring lying where it was. Turning, she straightened and walked out of the stateroom 
into the front room. 


Cameron was already up, sitting at the table and eating breakfast, looking abnormally cheerful. He was, 
she noticed uneasily, only wearing the boxer shorts from last night. "Good morning, Cameron," she said 
briskly. 


He looked up and grinned. "Good morning, Amanda," he said, gulping a mouthful of food. "Did you sleep 
well?" 


"Well enough." She had slept like the dead, completely exhausted. 


"| had a hard time going back to sleep. Last night was incredible." He was almost bubbling with excited 
happiness. "You were amazing, Amanda. | never dreamed sex was so good. When you-" 


"Stop. Wait. Hold on." She raised her hands, cutting him off, trying to keep her voice even. "I'm glad it 


was good for you, and I'm glad that you have what you want now, and that this aspect of being a human 
being isn't something you couldn't ever have. That's why | did it. But now, to each other, we're going to 
pretend like it never happened. Last night was a dream you had. You go back to calling me Mom, and 
we're not going to talk about this ever again." 


He stared at her, happiness suddenly gone, looking hurt and confused. "What? Why? It DID happen. 
That's... that's just a fact! And | thought you enjoyed it! At the end there, you were-" 


"You did a good job, Cameron. It has nothing to do with you. But you are my SON. That's what | want, to 
have my son here, not... who you were last night. Who | was last night." Amanda flushed. "I don't think | 
can handle that." 


"I'm not going to stop being your son, Mom, just because we..." He sighed, and took a sip of his coffee. 
"| think you're fooling yourself here." 


"Oh?" Her voice held questioning irritation. 


"| think you enjoyed yourself last night once we got going. You faked it pretty well if you didn't. And | 
think you'd be happier with more. But you're still playing by the old rules of a society that no longer exists 
for us. You still worry about what people would think even though there are no people and never will be. 
You have these morals with no real foundations any more that you think are still going to stay up, should 
still stay up instead of being swept away." Cameron shook his head. "You want us not to talk about it 
and pretend it didn't happen. Okay, fine, I'll play along. But | don't think it's going to be quite so easy for 
you as you seem to believe it will." 


Amanda swallowed, struck by the uncomfortable feeling that her son had seen through her with far more 
insight and accuracy than she would have liked. "Perhaps. But consider this. Maybe you're the one 
fooling yourself. You had a wonderful experience, the sort young men dream of. You don't want to put it 
aside. Maybe you're projecting a bit, engaging in wishful thinking." 


"It's certainly possible," he admitted. "| know it's impossible for me to be unbiased about it." He grinned 
suddenly. "You were after all a wonderful experience, the sort young men dream of." 


Amanda blushed. "I didn't mean to sound like | was talking myself up." 

"No, no, it was a fair description. | feel lucky." 

"You ought to have had someone younger." 

He shook his head. "Honestly, for my first time, | think you were ideal. You knew what you were doing, 
which was good because | sure didn't. | didn't feel self-conscious with you... well, not as much. And... 
look, you really are smoking hot. Better than those pimply babysitters | used to have. | always knew you 
had a pretty good body, but | didn't realize how good until | saw you with your clothes off." 

She blushed again, feeling deeply pleased and flattered despite herself. | knew he liked me better than 


those sluts, part of her exulted. Suck it, bitches! "Thank you," she mumbled. "I'm glad you liked it. You've 
turned out pretty good yourself." Oh, she shouldn't have said that, she instantly thought. 


"Thanks. I'm not a little boy any more." He grinned. "As you probably noticed." 
Had she ever. "Yes." 
"Not what you were expecting, was it?" He sounded amused. 


"Not really." She again remembered the moment he'd revealed that rampant, lengthy cock and the shock 
she'd felt. And the feel of it stuffed tightly inside her. Definitely not a little boy. Unwillingly, her eyes 
moved down to his boxer shorts, to the package in the front of them. She swallowed. 


"Yup." Cameron said, a hint of smugness in his voice. Her eyes shot back up to find him looking at her 
knowingly. He had been completely aware of her thoughts and gaze, she realized, squirming. He leaned 
back in his chair and grinned. "So we're pretending nothing happened, right?" She could detect the slight 
sarcasm in his voice. 


"That's right." She turned away, and walked to the materials replicator. "And that's the end of this 
conversation." 


"All right." He ate his breakfast while she got her food, then glanced up. "| have a few more ideas to try 
on our problem. I'm going to get to them after my workout. Can you block some time to show me some 
stuff from your datapads?" 


"Of course." He did seem pretty focused on this, which was good. Maybe she could use some of that 
focus herself. "Just let me know." 


"Sure thing, Mom." He finished eating, then got up and headed over to the exercise equipment. 


Amanda sat and ate her food and sipped her coffee. Now and then she glanced over at her son's 
straining back as he flexed and grunted. But not often. 


KKK 


The remainder of that day passed with deceptive normality. Cameron had his shower, emerged fully 
clothed, and went straight to work. She went about her day, pausing only to go and grant him access to 
various technical pads, and explain some of what lurked within. They had a companionable dinner that 
night where the conversation mostly revolved around the broadcast they had seen the other day and the 
various issues it had covered. What had happened later was never referred to or hinted at by either of 
them. 


Eventually Amanda said goodnight and retired to the stateroom. Her bed sat there, unmade; unfolding 
the new sheets, she corrected that until it looked like it normally did. Like it had last night, only without 
the puddle of semen and slickness. 


Wincing, she lay down. Somehow even that brought back memories of what had happened here with 
unnatural vividness. She wondered if she would ever be able to think of it in the same way again, as just 
a place for sleep. 


Rest came slowly. She still ached a little from her incestuous plowing by Cameron's penis, the same 
length that seemed to dance in front of her closed eyes, quivering. 


Sleep came eventually, though, and the two days that followed were much the same. Cameron grew 
increasingly enthusiastic about his ideas, and Amanda began to think he'd put what had happened out of 
his mind completely. That both pleased and oddly irritated her. 


Maybe because | can't seem to, she reflected unhappily. 


She was glad that his mind was so occupied, though, and she spent increasing amounts of time going 
over higher mathematics with him, an area that he'd only took grudging interest in before. Needed for the 
plan, he said. 


For her part, she found herself looking back on her life with a mixture of pride and regret. For her family, 
of course. But seeing Cameron so focused on something he felt was important made her realize how 
empty her life had been the past decade without her career. She had loved what she had done, had 
been good at it, had reveled in the way it let her use her superior intellect to push the boundaries of 
human knowledge. The work she did had direct consequences on colonies and their quality of life, and 
knowing that had been tremendously fulfilling. It made her feel that she mattered, that her life mattered. 


All of that had been taken away, and at the same time she had been in such grief and guilt for Greg and 
Cameron that she hadn't noticed, hadn't allowed herself to mourn and miss one of the most important 
aspects of her life. 


She brooded about that all through the third evening, until she said her goodnights and retired. Then she 
lay down on the bed, and once again the images and memories rose to tease her. 


She lay awake for three hours, doing her best to think of something else and failing. It had to be from 
going without for so long, she thought wearily. Her body had been neglected for years, and then 
satisfied, and it was letting her know that it didn't want to return to starvation rations. She was still a 
woman with a woman's needs, older or not. 


Well... Amanda squirmed thoughtfully. There was nothing wrong with a bit of masturbation, right? She 
had been considering the idea before... it... had happened. It would be better to just get it out of her 
system so that she wasn't constantly dwelling on it. 


Shrugging off the top sheet, she tugged off her nightdress and lay flat on the bed. Where to start... 


She began by placing her hands on her breasts, casting her mind back to nights with Greg. He had 
loved to tease and play with her mounds, and as she caressed and squeezed she felt a steady, building 
arousal. They'd had some good times. 


Her mind wandered farther afield, to boyfriends she'd had before Greg. One of them, Corey, she had 
wanted to fuck. She'd been too young though, too scared. He'd broken up with her when he realized just 
how much smarter than him she was; not that he had a problem with her being better than him in some 
way, but he had sensed that they simply had too little common ground to have much of anything beyond 


a cuddle and a football game. In retrospect she knew he'd made the right call. She still sort of regretted 
not having gotten to fuck him, though. He'd been very handsome, very masculine. 


In her fantasy, he picked her up and laid her down in the bed of his pickup, an old model that still used 
wheels. He flipped up her skirt, and Amanda shimmied out of her white cotton panties. Corey tugged 
down his pants. The cock he revealed looked just like Cameron's. 


Stifling a moan, Amanda moved her left hand down to her clit and began to stroke. In her imagination, 
Corey bent over her and began to go to work. Her fingers teased and tweaked, and soon trickles of her 
arousal were spilling from her engorged slit. Her breathing grew heavier and more deliberate. 


Soon she was writhing on the bed, one hand roughly kneading her breasts, the other playing her clit like 
an instrument, two fingers inserted into her wet pussy. In her mind she was fucked a hundred different 
ways, in lewder and lewder positions, in public, on stage, in her lab. Her partner was Corey, Greg, her 
co-workers, movie stars. And, sometimes, Cameron. 


Oh yes, Amanda thought in ecstacy. | needed this. I'd forgotten how horny | get when | don't get cock. I'd 
forgotten how horny | get when | DO get cock. Why did | go without this for so many years? That's not 
who | am. 


She turned her head and bit down on her pillow, not wanting to get too loud. And she was rapidly 
building to a state where getting loud was a danger. Her open legs were vibrating as she built slowly, her 
mind boiling over with images and fantasies. 


She was so focused on reaching her peak that she didn't hear the door open. She didn't actually notice a 
thing until Cameron was halfway to the bathroom. Then she jerked her head up and froze, heart skipping 
a beat. 


Cameron noticed her at about the same time. His eyes widened in shock, then narrowed in appreciation. 
He stood for a second, watching her, then grinned and continued to the bathroom. "Don't mind me, 
Amanda," he said cheerfully. "Just go on with what you were doing." 


The door shut behind him, and she cringed a bit. Her fingers resumed their work, though, she was so 
close to her peak... 


She didn't get there before she heard the sound of the toilet flush. Hastily, she altered the position of her 
hand to cover herself. The door opened, and Cameron stepped out. He glanced at her in obvious 
approval. "Never get tired of seeing that," he murmured. "You want some help there, Amanda?" 


"N-No," she replied. 


"Mmm? Well, suit yourself. See you in the morning." With a wink, he left the stateroom and shut the 
door. 


Amanda sagged in the bed. That was one reason why she hadn't masturbated in so long, she now 
remembered. Cameron had standing permission to come into her room at night to use the bathroom... 
there was really no way around that arrangement, sometimes you had to go at night and that was the 


only way without resorting to unhealthy barbarities like a chamber pot. It had never been an issue 
before; he was quiet and she was generally asleep or half asleep when he did. 


Was it really so bad, though? Before it would have horrified her, now... well, he'd had far more intimate 
sexual experience of her than just seeing her masturbate. There was probably little harm to it. It wasn't 
likely to make things worse. 


She resumed her stroking, more out of instinct and need than anything else. The fantasy had been 
broken, and she had trouble wrenching her mind away from the interruption. 


What would have happened, she suddenly wondered, if she'd said yes to his offer? Not that she ever 
would have, but what if she had? 


Well, he would have doffed his boxers, and advanced on her, his manhood quivering and ready to take 
her as he had before... 


The arousal and horniness flooded back in a rush, and she squeezed and clawed at herself, gasping 
with need. Images flooded her mind; some memories of a few nights back, some newly brewed. Within 
under a minute, she was biting her pillow as she shuddered and came, nectar fountaining out around her 
fingers, thoughts and emotions ablaze. 


For ten minutes she rode up and down her peaks, trembling and heaving. Finally she stood, unsteadily. 
Not sure what she was doing, she walked to the door and leaned against it. One ear pressed against the 
hard surface, listening. 


She had somehow known what she would hear: muffled breathing and the gentle creaking of the sofa. 


Amanda listened for a time, her own breathing first slowing, then quickening. Her mind was blank. 
Slowly she stirred; then, as if in a trance, she cracked open the door to peek. 


Cameron lay sprawled naked across the couch. His erection rose from his waist like a tower, and his 
right hand was slowly pumping it, the left one teasing the very tip. His mouth was part-way open, and his 
face bore an expression of euphoric agony. 


For uncountable seconds she stood in the part-opened door and watched, unable to look away, unable 
to think coherent thoughts. Her eyes never left his manhood, the motion of his hands. 


Then, as if stirred by some sense, Cameron lifted his head. His gaze crossed the room to where 
Amanda stood nude in the crack of the door, her bush damp, her breasts flushed, watching him. His 
gaze moved across her body up to her face, and their eyes met. He never stopped pumping his cock. 


For a second there was a moment of silent connection. Then, wordlessly, Amanda shut the door and 
walked back to her bed. She climbed into it, and proceeded to masturbate fixedly, violently, until she was 
almost crying with the intensity of her final climax. Then, naked, she curled into a ball and fell fast 
asleep. 


KKK 


Neither of them said a word about it at breakfast the next morning. Amanda had been afraid Cameron 
would bring it up, but he acted as if it were just another morning aside from the project he was so excited 
about. They discussed the broadcast further... both expressing frustration over the mysterious terms and 
hazarding a few guesses... and then Cameron excused himself. 


"| want to finish my workout early so that | can do a bit more project stuff," he said apologetically. "I'm 
closing in on something; just need to confirm my working theory." 


"Go ahead, hon," she told him. "Let me know if you need any help." 


"| will." He walked past her, stooped, and gave her a chaste kiss on the cheek, the sort of gesture of love 
she would have expected from him before all this started. She smiled at him, and he went to begin 
exercising. 


She spent much of the early day doing a new scan with the navigational instruments. What she found 
was grim, although not utterly hopeless. The asteroid was going to pass them on the left. Maybe. It was 
just as likely it would ram them on the left. Maybe more likely. Depending on how much of it hit, the 
damage could be serious to instantly fatal. It would not be a clean miss, though. The projected track 
went through their location like a thread through a needle. 


That was about what she was expecting. She was almost certain now they were going to die, had slowly 
come around to it over the last three days. Amanda was starting to accept that. Her life here was empty, 
nothing but basic survival and killing time. She'd defiled her relationship with her son beyond any 
cleansing. As little as she wanted to die, maybe this was for the best. 


She wanted Cameron to live, though. Even wasted as he was here, she couldn't think of her son dying 
so young without deep anguish. It all seemed so unfair. 


Brooding, she retreated to her stateroom, got out the training bag, and threw punch after punch at it. 
Soon she was a flurry of strikes and knee kicks, sweat streaming down her toned flanks, breathing 
coming heavy and ragged through lips bared in a snarl. 


| don't WANT to die! she thought as she delivered a vicious knee to the bag's imaginary groin. | don't 
WANT to die! Her right fist slammed a nonexistent throat. | don't WANT to DIE! She threw her shoulder 
into the bag, hard, then delivered an underhand punch. | want Cameron and | to live! Damn it! 


The door opened behind her, and she spun, hands still clenched in fists, face contorted. "Knock, 
damnit!" she snarled, breathing heavily. 


Cameron blinked and stared, face aback and rather impressed. His eyes flicked over her, standing in 
T-shirt and yoga pants, drenched in sweat, flushed, and chest heaving with exertion and hostility. "Uh... 
are you okay, Mom?" 


"Muay Thai," she replied curtly, getting her adrenaline and emotions back under control. "It's good for 
stress. What do you want?" There was an unspoken ‘the fuck’ between 'What' and ‘do’ that they 
somehow both heard. 


"I, ah, | finished the first stage of my project and | wanted to show you my findings." He saw the 
expression on her face and waved his hands. "No, Mom, really, this is important. | do have something to 
report." 


"Fine." With ill humor, Amanda sat down on the edge of the bed. "Go ahead. Give me a summary." 


"Okay. | won't bore you with all the digging | did. The main starting point is that | wound up reading a 
copy of the mandated requirements for lifepods and evacuations. They're a lot more specific than you'd 
think." 


"In terms of survival ability? | went over all of that years ago, to see how long we could last out here. 
There's nothing that would let us survive an impact from an object that size at that velo-" 


Cameron shook his head impatiently. "No, that's not what | was interested in. | went looking at the 
mandated procedures for the evacuation itself. For what happens in the ten minutes after the eject order 
is given." 


Puzzled, Amanda frowned at him. "How is that relevant?" 


"Look. What | found, and confirmed, is that the lifepods are made to travel exactly .3 navigational units 
from the ship on retros, and then stop via gravity anchor. EXACTLY .3 units. That's so that they get far 
enough away from the wreck, but can easily be found in a sphere around it by rescue ships. And they 
have to be able to do it within a certain short window of time." 


"That makes sense, but it still seems utterly irrelevant to us," she replied. 


"Because it's mandated by law, Mom." He was almost dancing with excitement. "It has to be true 
anywhere these ships travel. Near a planet, near a star, anywhere, it has to be able to do that. And we're 
in deep space. The accident happened in deep space! Don't you see what that means?" 


She didn't, not for several seconds. Then suddenly it dawned on her. "If it happened in a gravity well, the 
retros would have to fire longer to travel the same distance at the same speed. They would have to build 
the pod under the assumption that it would have to operate to those specs in the strongest gravity well 
the ship was likely to enter. And that means..." 


"...the retros on our pod still have fuel!" Cameron finished triumphantly. "We always assumed they only 
had enough to do the job, because that's efficient engineering. But they needed, by law, to have more 
fuel than we would have used ejecting out here in deep space." 

"How much? How much burn time is left?" 

"| don't know. | don't know enough about the specific conditions the pod was under lifting off. Once | 
know how much fuel is left, then | was hoping you could calculate how fast it could move us. | know you 


used to do that sort of figuring for breakfast back at at your lab." 


"Of course," Amanda said, mind whirling. "| need to know the make of the retros. How many there are. 


And the exact mass of the pod. All of that's recorded somewhere. We can figure it out." She glanced up 
at Cameron, and slowly started to smile. "You may have saved both our lives, darling. | didn't think you'd 
actually find anything. I'm proud of you." 


He grinned at her. "Thanks, Mom. | told you I'd save us." 


"Well, you haven't done it yet," she cautioned. "You have a very promising theory that may prove to have 
practical applications. But you haven't reached those applications yet, and getting there is going to 
require solving a number of problems. Some of which may not actually be solvable. We have a lot of 
work to do still." 


"Way to kill the mood," he grumbled, giving her a put-upon look. "This pessimism is why you didn't come 
up with this." 


"Probably," she admitted. "And maybe my genius son surpasses his mother in some areas." She 
laughed, and hugged him. "Only some areas, though." 


He blushed a little. "Maybe you should take a shower now, Mom." 


Amanda blinked, then realized that she was still soaked in sweat from her work with the bag. "Oh. Sorry, 
Cameron. | probably reek." 


"No, it's not a bad scent. Suits you. Well... suits Amanda." He looked away, clearly realizing he'd said 
more than he should. "I'll go into the front room and get some stuff ready. I'm going to need your okay 
and some help tomorrow for the next step." 


"Ah... all right." She let go of him, a little flustered, his proximity to her suddenly confusing in a way it 
hadn't been a second ago. "I'm going to shower, then. See you at dinner." 


"Right." He left, all smiles. 


Shaking her head, Amanda stripped off and entered the bathroom. As the water washed her clean, she 
mulled over this sudden flash of hope. 


Even if what Cameron had found was workable, it didn't change the ultimate futility and ennui of their 
lives here. That was something no flash of inspiration could alter. But somehow the idea that they might 
live out the month was deeply, seductively tempting. 


She hadn't taken his ideas seriously before. That was going to have to change. She had thought he was 
just playing at fantasies of rescue to stave off the reality of approaching death. Instead he had put his 
mind to work, like a disciplined but creative scientist, to find a way out for them. If anything she had been 
the one hiding in fantasies the last few days, although of a decidedly different nature. She was 
impressed and deeply proud of him. 


That's something else I'm bitter about, she thought moodily. He should have had so many opportunities 
to show me what he can do, how well I've taught him. He should be in college having won seven science 
and tech scholarships, getting internships, impressing the hell out of his professors. | should be sitting at 


home with Greg right now, bragging to our friends about him. | want to tell someone how wonderful he is 
and there IS no-one! | can't even really tell Cameron the way | would like to, not without feeding an ego 
he already has a little too much of. 


‘Well... suits Amanda.' She winced a little, fidgeting under the warm spray. He'd done a pretty good job 
until then of not talking about it. It had just sort of slipped out. 


She hadn't thought just hearing her own first name being used could be erotic. 
Shaking her head, she finished sluicing off the sweat, dried the room, and went to get dressed. 


KKK 


The next day after lunch, Cameron called her over to talk. "I'm ready for the next step, and | need you to 
sign off on it and give me some help," he said, looking pleased with himself. 


"All right. What did you want to do?" Amanda replied curiously. 

"I've been going over the lifepod's technical schematics. There isn't a lot of detail available on some of 
the under-the-hood stuff, at least not on the databases we were meant to access. But | can infer a lot by 
decompiling the maintenance sensor subroutines and seeing what they say about the areas and 
systems they cover and how they work. You see that hatch in the ceiling?" He pointed up to a barely 
visible trapdoor in the roof above them, next to a lighting panel. 

"Yes. That leads to a systems crawlspace." Amanda frowned. "Why?" 

"Near the end of that is a display readout separate from the main ship's network. It just goes straight to 
the retros and their tanks and measures their integrity, temperature, and fuel level. If | can get down 


there, | can find out exactly how much fuel we have left to burn." 


Her frown deepened. "There's a lot of survival-critical machinery up there, Cameron. | decided early on 
that we absolutely shouldn't be messing around up there unless it was an emergency." 


He rolled his eyes. "And this isn't an emergency?" he asked with a hint of impatient sarcasm. 

"It is, but..." she sighed. "I don't know." 

"Look, Mon, it's not like I'm going to go up there and fiddle with stuff. I'm just going to move down the 
crawlspace til | get to the readout panel, record the numbers it has on it, and crawl back. | shouldn't even 
need to touch the readout panel itself; from what | can tell all the data's just on permanent display." 


He had a point. "All right," she said reluctantly. "How are you going to get up there?" 


"| fabricated a ladder in the materials dispenser," he said cheerfully. "I'm going to need you to hold it 
though." 


"A ladder?" Amanda blinked. "Isn't that a bit big for our dispenser?" 


"| made it in pieces," Cameron said dismissively. "One rung slots into the rung above and below it and 
so on. Lemme get it assembled." He got out a jumble of H-shaped bars and went to work. 


What he built looked a bit like a child's overgrown building block toy, but it was clearly a functional 
ladder. They moved it into position, and Cameron glanced at her. "Just hold it while | climb." 


"Don't take too long," she advised. "You're sort of heavy." 

"You've handled my weight before," he said, and started to climb. 

Below, Amanda flushed a little. Was he referring to...? Maybe. Probably not. She watched as he 
ascended, reflecting that she had a pretty good view of his butt moving as he climbed. His boxers were 
nice and tight. 

Stop that, she chided herself wearily. 

Cameron reached the top and popped the panel open. Then he carefully pulled himself inside the 
crawlspace, slithering from her sight. "They didn't design this thing for ease of use," he called from the 
opening. "There's metal projections and edges all over the place, and it's pretty cramped." 


"Be careful!" she called back, worried. "And don't touch anything!" 


"Yeah, yeah, | Know Mom," he called back. Then the sound of his shuffling and breathing started to grow 
more and more distant. 


Amanda stood anxiously below and held the ladder, waiting. She really didn't like this. That crawlspace 
held access to a lot of the things their survival depended on, and neither of them was a mechanic. 


After a while, she could hear Cameron crawling back towards the opening. "Any luck?" she called up. 


"Yup, piece of cake. Panel was right where it was supposed to be, with glowing green readouts detailing 
every- YEOW!" He yelped in pain. "Motherfucker!" 


Amanda flinched, both at the noise and the choice of curse. "Cameron? Are you okay up there?" 

"Fuck. Motherfucking... yeah, Mom, | just slashed myself a bit on a sharp bit of metal. Just part of a 
bulkhead, don't worry. | didn't damage or alter anything. I'll be right down." He sounded pissed. "Clumsy 
of me." 


"| told you to be careful." 


"| know, | know. No harm done. Well, not much harm done." His legs appeared in the opening, fumbling 
for the ladder rungs. "Hold it steady." 


"I'm holding it, just don't fall." She braced herself and took tight hold of the ladder. 


"Alright. Coming down now." He dropped into view. There was a sound of tearing cloth as he did, and 
Cameron cursed again. "Motherfucker!" 


"Language!" 


"Sorry. The first cut ripped my shorts, and then the rip caught on the hatch rim." He started to clamber 
down. 


Amanda looked up as he descended. Yup, the back of his boxers was torn wide open, exposing his ass. 
She could see the dangle of his balls just past it, between his legs, framed by pubes. That's a very tasty 
rear end, she thought before she could stop herself. And it was only getting closer. She watched with 
open admiration as he came down. 


Cameron glanced down. He saw the expression on her face, saw where she was looking, and gave her 
a knowing grin that made a hint of color come to her cheeks. Then he was at the bottom of the ladder. 


"Thanks. | got everything we need; fuel remaining, retro status, even the make and model of the things. 
Making use of that stuff is a little beyond me, but you should be able to do it." He glanced at her, 
suddenly worried. "You can do it, right?" 


"If | Know the make, status, and number of retros, and the mass of the pod, and the amount of fuel we 
have, then yes, | can calculate how fast we'll be moving when the fuel runs out, and if that will be enough 
to get us clear in time." Amanda frowned. "Have you looked into whether the gravity anchor will 
automatically deploy?" 


He jerked, startled. "Shit. That never even occurred to me. I'll get to work on that." 


"Do. If it does and we can't disable it ahead of time, we're just going to waste that fuel for nothing." She 
gave a brisk nod. "Did you injure yourself? It sounded like you were in pain." 


"| think | nicked myself a bit." Cameron reached behind him and felt around; he withdrew his hand after a 
second and studied his fingers. There was a spot or two of blood on them. "Yeah, a bit of a cut." 


"| told you to be careful." Amanda frowned, and walked over to the replicator. "Go lie on your stomach on 
the bed. That needs to be taken care of so you don't get an infection." 


"Yeah, yeah." He slouched off into the stateroom. 


She put her finger on the wall plate. "Gauze, Medical. Tape, Medical. Scissors, Medical. Disinfectant, 
Medical, Topical." 


"Working." Why hadn't they made that voice more friendly? 


When the supplies were ready, she gathered them up in her arms and went back into the stateroom. 
Cameron was lying sprawled on his front on the bed, backside rising out of his shredded boxers. She 
hesitated a second, then put her mind to business, walked over, and tugged the shorts down to his 
ankles. "Have to see what I'm doing here." 


"Yup." He sounded unconcerned. 

She looked over his bare backside, staying as focused as she could. There was a light slash running 
down his left cheek, dribbling beads of blood. Wincing, Amanda cut a swab of gauze and soaked it in 
disinfectant. Then, gently, she ran it along the cut, cleaning it. 

Cameron jerked on the bed. "MotherFUCKER|" he hissed. "That stings!" 

"Don't be a baby," she told him, continuing to swab. The discomfort was making his cheeks tense, 
outlining their tone and definition. She could see his asshole pucker slightly. "It's just a little antiseptic. 
And language, please." 

"Sorry. Seemed appropriate." Her hand stopped moving, and he added, "For the amount of pain." 
Amanda resumed swabbing, feeling a bit of heat in her face. Not just her face, too. 

She glanced further down his backside, to where his scrotum lay amidst a halo of black-brown hair, 
tightened against the pain. His manhood was obviously trapped under him at the moment. She 
wondered if he was hard. 

"I'm just going to tape a bit of gauze over this when I'm done," she told him. "Leave it on for a day or 
three. It's a pretty shallow cut on your central body, so it ought to heal pretty fast if you just leave it 
alone." 


"Aren't you supposed to let wounds breathe or something?" 


"No, that's an old wives' tale." She finished the cleaning, cut a long square of gauze and some tape, and 
bent to fasten it. "A somewhat loose sterile bandage is optimal." 


"Good to know." He sucked in his breath a little as her fingers moved over his backside, down into the 
crack, securing the tape. "Make sure it's on there good." 


"| will," she replied. It was hard to focus. Memories of clutching his ass as he pumped up up and down 
between her thighs kept bubbling up. 


Finally, though, she finished. "There you go," she said briskly, stepping back. "Try to favor the other side 
when you sit or lie down." 


"Thanks." Cameron gave a little yawn, then levered himself up off the bed. 
As he stood, Amanda watched, feeling a need to know the answer to what she had been wondering. As 
he turned, she saw that he was indeed hard; not as rigidly taut as several nights ago, but fully erect and 


wobbling in the air as he moved. 


Not seeming to care that he was naked below the waist, Cameron turned to her. "So when can | have 
those fuel calculations?" 


"Uh... | need... | need mass. The pod's mass," she stammered, trying to keep her eyes on his face. "It 
should only take me a few hours after that." 


"Okay. | can go hunt that data down, then get to work on the gravity anchor thing. Obviously it's best if 
we do the burn as soon as we Safely can, to get the most movement out of it before time's up." He met 
her eyes, and grinned. "Anything else you wanted?" 


An innocent question in context, but she knew exactly what he meant. Unconsciously her eyes dipped 
downwards towards his length, then jerked guiltily back up. His grin widened, and she felt her cheeks 
burn. "No, ah, I'm fine, Cameron," she mumbled. 


"Fair enough." One of his hands moved to his cock. Her eyes moved to it as if drawn by magnets as he 
lightly drew one finger from the flared head to the place where the shaft met his balls. An almost 
absent-minded motion, like someone rubbing an itch without thinking about it. Then he turned and left 
the stateroom. 


Amanda watched him go, eyes glued to his bare ass as it ambled out and the door shut behind it. Then 
she turned and sank to her knees, slumping back against the wall. 


She couldn't go on like this. She needed to get some self-control. Cameron was doing what she'd asked 
to the letter, not talking about what had happened, and he was STILL managing to bait her. And she 
kept rising to it. What the fuck was WRONG with her?!? 


A noise somewhere between a laugh and a sob escaped her lips. She knew exactly what was wrong 
with her. She had a very high sex drive and she liked cock. 


That had always been a source of enjoyment when she was young and she and Greg had started 
banging. She loved having sex with him, loved how she felt afterwards, loved going about her day 
anticipating doing it again. Her enjoyment and appetite had only grown as she'd aged. 


And as she'd aged other things had changed too. A child, a job, long hours. Wrinkles, sags, too much 
weight, clothes that didn't fit any more. As that had happened, her appetite became more than just 
personal enjoyment, it became increasingly a source of pride. How many times a week could she satisfy 
Greg. How wild could she drive him. Not for his sake, but because she was horny. She had talked about 
her sex life to him... and sometimes a few of her close friends... using various degrees of sexually 
derogatory terms to refer to herself. Slut. Whore. Cumdump. Not because she had low self-esteem, but 
because it made her feel sexy, naughty, degenerate, wicked. She could be that person when she 
wanted, then switch effortlessly to being the buttoned-down professional researcher or the doting Mom 
when she was out of the bedroom. And as she changed a diaper or went over the thousandth row of 
atmospheric figures, she could tell herself that really, secretly, she was a sex machine impossible to 
stop, every man's fantasy but belonging only to Greg. 


And then Greg had died and life had ceased, and that side of her had gone away. And now it was back. 
And suddenly it wasn't fun and comforting any more. 


She had always liked to think of herself back then as a complete pervert. That had been naive. She'd 


had an awful lot of fairly normal sex with her husband, and that was it. Now that she was trying on actual 
perversity it wasn't nearly so easy. 


Amanda sighed. Self-control, she told herself. Self-control and wait it out. And if Cameron's plans don't 
work out, it might not be that long a wait. 


KKK 


As good as her word, once Amanda was supplied with the exact mass of the pod she sat down and 
calculated out how fast they could get it moving. She was pleased to see that if they fired the retros 
within three days, they could easily get out of any chance of being struck by the asteroid. 


The gravity anchor was another matter. Cameron attacked the problem furiously, and discovered to his 
chagrin that his mother had been right; it would automatically deploy if they started to move. He 
immediately went to work on a program to turn it off, and failed miserably. Finally he turned to Amanda 
for help. 


She had studied the problem. "This has way too many failsafes and complexities to do it directly the way 
you're trying,” she said about about fifteen minutes. "We need to make an end run." 


"Okay. Like what?" 

"The gravity anchor is powered by the rear stellar collector, which feeds the secondary aft systems 
battery. There's nothing survival essential dependent on that. We'll just write a script to turn the collector 
off during the burn, and not turn it back on until we've moved a safe distance." She smiled. "Hopefully 
you're not afraid of the dark. It runs the room lights." 


"I'll manage," he said dryly. "If you can do that, I'll get to work on something to fire the retros manually." 


"That may be a problem," Amanda said, frowning. "There aren't likely to be any systems designed with 
the need to have to do that." 


"Maybe, but I'm pretty sure | have an idea on how to do it. I'll let you know." 


She finished the work on the anchor the following day, and that evening Cameron showed her the 
program he'd devised, smiling. "You ought to like this," he said, obviously proud. 


"Let's see," she replied, looking over his work. 
What he had written was, in essence, a program that tricked the pod into thinking it was ejecting from 
the CSV Jocasta again. Rather than taking over and activating the burn phase himself, he was just 


letting the hardcoded ejection routines handle it. 


She studied it, considered all the implications, doublechecked a few things, and then beamed. "Good 
work, Cameron. This is clever." 


"Thanks!" He grinned at her. "And that should be everything we need, right?" 


"Right," she replied. "We'll make the preparations tonight, and then tomorrow morning we have the 
broadcast. After discussion, we'll do the burn. That gives us plenty of room to spare." 


"Great." He went off to begin the final steps. 


The broadcast the next day was late again. When it began, they watched intently, fascinated but 
half-distracted by what was coming later. 


The United States Alliance and the Confederacy of Southern Mars had exchanged fire among orbital 
patrol craft. Their respective militaries had gone to high alert, and for a queasy hour it had looked like 
all-out war might begin. Thankfully frantic backchannel diplomacy had succeeded in getting both sides to 
take a step back, and this week high-level emergency talks were beginning, once again in Hanoi, hosted 
by the Vietnamese again. 


"| hope their current premier is cute and good with a come-on line," Cameron said wryly. 


"| don't think the Vietnamese will get quite THAT... hands-on... again," Amanda replied, laughing. "But 
hopefully they can help matters. | hadn't expected it to get this bad this quickly." 


"Yeah. We're well out of that." Cameron's tone was ironic. "There's probably a Confederacy missile 
aimed at our old house." 


"Interplanetary exchanges are more of a scare tactic than a real threat," Amanda told him. "The odds of 
a missile making it from Mars to Earth, or vice versa, are next to zero." 


"That's not what everyone seems to think," Cameron said skeptically. 


She smiled. "Cameron, | did work for the military at the lab on the subject. | know far more about it than | 
was allowed to say back home. Trust me, it's a paper tiger." 


He looked startled. "You never told me you did military stuff." 


"| wasn't supposed to tell people. Also..." She looked away. "I'm not proud of a lot of what | did for them. 
I'm not a pacifist, you Know that, and | didn't have any serious ethical problems with the Alliance 
government or military. But | spent weeks of effort helping to figure out the best ways for antimatter and 
thermonuclear missiles to airburst in the atmosphere above Martian cities, killing the maximum number 
of people. | came home in the evenings and | didn't even want to look at you and your father. | felt like a 
monster. The only saving grace to it was that we found pretty definitively that the mechanics of entering 
and leaving a planetary atmosphere combined with the travel time meant that there was going to be a 
near 100% shootdown rate." 


Cameron winced. "I'm sorry, Mom. That must have been really rough for you. | didn't even notice." 
"You were pretty young at the time." She chuckled. "| was pretty young at the time. These days | would 


have the balls to turn them down. Back then, though... military work was good funding and sexy, as long 
as they were quiet about it." 


The rest of the broadcast was unexceptional; the near-war having sucked all the energy out of the 
newscycle. They discussed the matter for several more minutes, then Cameron cleared his throat. "You 
ready to do the burn?" 


"Yes. Come sit by me and strap in. We may lose the artigrav during the burn and | don't want you hitting 
your head." 


"No kidding." He secured himself in the seat at the terminal next to her. "Whenever you're ready." 
"I'm ready. Why don't you do the honors?" She smiled. "Since it was your idea." 


"Sure." He grinned, then sobered quickly and took out a checklist. "Securing systems... check. Reducing 
power usage... check. Disabling rear stellar collector... now." 


The room plunged into absolute darkness, lit only by the dim stars out the porthole and the glow of the 
terminal. Cameron glanced at her, face only an outline in the darkness, and then moved his hand to the 
touchscreen. "Emergency burn in 3... 2... 1.... now!" 


He stabbed the button. 


There was a distant humming, and then nothing. Then bright letters appeared on the terminal. 
"IGNITION FAILURE. ABORTING." 


Cameron jerked back, then bent forwards. "What the fuck? The ignition must have been a bit clogged or 
something. Let me try it again." He hit the button. 


Again the humming, and silence. "IGNITION FAILURE. ABORTING." 


"Shit!" Cameron's voice was a mixture of anger and fear. He started typing frantically. "Mom, I'm 
dumping the logs from the two failed burns to the terminal. Help me go through and figure out the 
problem." 


"All right," Amanda said, her heart slowly sinking. 


They sat in the dark reading for almost twenty minutes. Amanda had begun to grasp what was going on 
the second the first burn had failed, and by the time they finished she was certain. Cameron, on the 
other hand, was completely baffled and almost in a rage over his confusion. 


"| don't UNDERSTAND" he said, turning to her desperately. "Everything looks fine! Everything's 
working! All the diagnostics are reporting that everything did what it was supposed to; there's no 
mechanical failures anywhere! Why the fuck didn't it ignite?" 


Amanda sighed. There was no easy way to tell him this. "| should have expected this," she said, 
sadness in her voice. "It hadn't even occurred to me until the burn failed. The retro was probably using 
Kovnacoltro gel for fuel." 


He stared blankly at her. "What? | don't understand. What is that? Why is that important?" 


"It's a semi-liquid rocket fuel. It's not exactly cheap to make, but it's not hugely expensive when 
produced in orbit, and it has a big virtue: it's very safe to store. You can chuck a incendiary grenade into 
a tank of the stuff and it won't cook off. That made it ideal for orbital station fuel bunkers and for sitting in 
little tanks through a ship like in escape pod retros. We used it for some of our high-atmosphere probes 
too." 


"What good is a fuel that doesn't ignite?" Cameron said, voice rising in confused anger. 


"Because if you mix it with Cedraxol Graphite, it ceases to be inert and becomes highly, highly reactive," 
Amanda explained. "For a while. The Kovnacoltro breaks the Cedraxol down and consumes it. It takes a 
while. A few years. During that time it's great fuel. After that, until you add more Cedraxol you might as 
well have water in the fuel tanks." 


Cameron stared at her, aghast. "That can't be right. We... we can replicate this Cedraxol stuff! Add it to 
the tanks!" 


She gently shook her head, leaned over to the replicator, and put her thumb on the plate. ".5 milliliters of 
Cedraxol Graphite, fuel grade." 


"Working." Then a sound like an electronic fart. "Prohibited substance. This request has been logged to 
file." The voice sounded almost smug and vindictive. 


"The terrorists who blew up the CSV Hsu Chin's bridge ages ago didn't smuggle the bomb on board," 
Amanda explained. "It was made in their cabin using the replicators. Ever since then, they've had a 
blacklist of combustible materials that they won't make without the captain's authorization." 


"We can find a way around..." Cameron stopped. He wasn't stupid; he knew he had no chance of 
hacking a system that was almost certainly designed to prevent people from doing the exact thing he 
wanted to do. 


"Even if we could, we have no way of getting it in the tanks," Amanda continued, voice even and sad. 
"I'm sorry, Cameron. This is a dead end." 


"It can't be," he whispered. "Damnit. | worked so hard. It was going to work. | put so much effort into this 
and it was going to save us both." 


She put a hand on his. "I Know, hon. I'm proud of you. You did everything you could, and it almost 
worked. If they'd only used a different fuel, it would have gone just as you wanted it to." 


"But it didn't. And | don't have any more ideas. Not that | can develop in the time that's left." His voice 
was ragged in the dark. "Mom, I'm scared." 


"| know. I'm scared too." She let out a long breath. "But there's nothing more we can do, Cameron. 
Everyone dies sometime. Even if we wish it would rather be later." 


"Maybe it'll just graze us." He desperately wanted her to tell him that was likely, she knew. 
"Maybe." But probably not, they both knew. 


"Damn it." He slumped over the console and then, for the first time since the accident, started to softly 
cry. 


Standing, Amanda walked round behind his seat and wrapped her arms around him, enfolding him ina 
silent hug from behind. She stood there, bent over him, as he brokenly wept and her own eyes grew 
moist. 


Minutes passed like that, and finally his tears slowed and stopped. Wiping his eyes, he pulled himself 
together and slowly stood. "Sorry," he mumbled contritely. "Just like a little kid." 


She kissed his neck, still hugging him. "Definitely not a little kid." 


"No. | guess not." Without warning he slipped around in her arms, turning to face her in the blackness. 
Now they were pressed close, chest to chest, waist to waist, and his own arms went down to hang 
loosely around her hips. 


She swallowed. "I need you to be strong for me." 
"| will." His voice was steady now. Then he leaned forwards and kissed her on the lips. 


Her own lips brushed against his, then pulled away. His pursued, and they met again, lingered. She 
could feel his hardness pressed against her mound through their pants, feel his hands roam across her 
backside. Her own hands, without thought, slid up and down. One fumbled with his waistband. His pants 
fell to the floor. Her own shirt was slid over her head a second later. 


No... no, she couldn't. She shouldn't. With more regret than she wanted to admit, Amanda pulled 
suddenly away. She stabbed a console button, causing the aft collector to hum as it began powering 
back up to return energy to the lights and other minor systems. "I... I'll be in my room," she said 
unsteadily, covering her bra with her arm. 


"All right," Cameron said, voice hollow. "I'll see you at dinner." 
She fled. 


KKK 


The next few days were gently somber ones. Neither of them spoke much. Both spent a lot of time 
reflecting on the past; what they had done with their lives, what they hadn't. 


Now and then they would sit together and talk, always of times on Earth. Times spent at home in their 
house in Vancouver or on family vacations. Funny incidents, sad incidents, things that had been one at 
the time but now were the other. Happy memories for the most part. 


They unpacked all of their Earthly lives, passed the memories from hand to hand, regarded them with 
wistful sadness. They never spoke of the near-decade that had followed, here on the pod. There really 
wasn't much to say. Very little had happened until recently. 


Sometimes, Amanda reflected, it felt as if they had died when the Jocasta blew up, and they had simply 
been waiting in a sort of purgatory that was about to end. If she actually believed that it would make this 
easier. But she was very much aware of still being alive, and wanted it to continue. 


You can't always get what you want, she thought with black humor. 


Cameron had gone from the excited determination of his plan to a sort of numb, listless trance of fear. 
He was even less ready to go than she was, and she could tell he desperately wanted a way to fight, 
run, plan, hide, SOMETHING. In his young life he'd had to put up with a lot of insurmountable limits, but 
he'd always had a cocky belief in his own intelligence and ability to get things done. Now that had failed 
him, though Amanda knew he'd done his best and it had been better than anyone had any right to 
expect of someone who was still not quite out of their teens. If only they'd used a different fuel... 


But they hadn't, and now he was having to face death helplessly. 
She had worried, foolishly, that she wouldn't be able to sleep the evening before it happened. Instead 
that night she fell into a dark, dreamless slumber. When the alarm woke her, she had breakfast, forgoing 


her usual exercise. Not much point, really. 


Cameron was waiting in the front room when she opened the door. His eyes were red. "It's almost here," 
he said shortly. "Five minutes." 


"All right." She forced a smile at him. "Come into the stateroom and we'll watch. I've put the two chairs in 
front of the window." 


"Watch?" Cameron sounded uncertain. "You mean, watch as it comes in and-" 
"Yes." Amanda grinned. "What's the matter, scared? Not brave enough?" 


He laughed a little in spite of his fear. "That's not fair, Mom! Don't shame me like that. I'm supposed to 
be the man here." 


"Then act like it. Come on, hon. | guarantee you you'll never see an asteroid this close ever again." She 
winked. 


"No shit." With another laugh, shaking his head, he got up and followed her into the room. She let out a 
sigh of relief. Good. She wanted them to go bravely into the night, with as little fear as possible, curious 
to the last. 


The two desk-style chairs of her stateroom had been moved side by side in front of the window. They sat 
down next to each other, and waited. It didn't take long. Soon the asteroid appeared in their field of view 
from the left. 


"That's... that moving faster than | thought," Cameron said, voice trembling a bit. 

"The sensors cover vast distances. When you see it in person, you realize the actual velocity as it 
relates to you." Amanda gazed at it. "It's big. Look at those impact craters on it. It was struck by smaller 
ones at some point." 

"Yeah." Cameron's eyes were stuck fixedly on it as it closed in. 

Well, life had been nice while she had it. Not all of it, of course. But she'd had a career, a love affair that 
had led seamlessly to marriage, a child who wasn't a disappointment. She'd made five different 
discoveries in the field of exoatmospherics that she knew would keep her name alive in that tiny 
community for centuries, even after the memory of everything else about her had faded. She'd always 
been healthy, had enough to eat, enough money to pay the bills. She supposed she couldn't complain. 
Damn it, Amanda thought. | don't want to go. | know it's time, but | don't want to. 


It grew larger and larger in the window. 


"Look, Mom... I'm sorry you've had to look after me like this the last several years. | wish | could have 
been a better son. And I'm sorry | couldn't save you." 


She reached over and squeezed his hand. "You have nothing to be sorry about. | couldn't have asked 
for a better son. No regrets, Cameron." The asteroid filled the entire left side of the window. "Let's go 
together, without sorrow." 

"Yeah." He squeezed it back. "I love you." 

"| love you too." 

The black-grey leviathan rushed towards them, and Amanda forced herself to keep her eyes open and 
watching. Somehow it was important to her that she be brave and unflinching to the end, a scientist 


observing an interesting stellar phenomena. She tensed, bracing for the impact. 


The leading edge flew past the window. Cameron gave a choking cry of terror and she shrank back in 
her seat, waiting for the horrible crunch and the decompression. 


Like a passing freight train, but without sound, the massive wall of rock slid past the glass, so close that 
if there had been no barrier she could have reached out and touched it. 


Then, suddenly, it was gone, vanishing off to the right. 
"Wha... what?" Cameron stammered. "What? What?" He turned and stared at her. 


She stared back. "It missed. It missed by..." She thought for half a second. "Maybe an inch. Two inches." 
She laughed disbelievingly. "All the vastness of space and it missed by an inch!" 


"It missed!" He gave a strangled bark of laughter, the reality starting to sink it. "It missed! We're okay! 


We're not going to die!" 


They stared at each other in incredulous, wild-eyed shock, then simultaneously burst into hysterical, 
whooping laughter. Both grabbed the other by the shoulders as they surged drunkenly out of their seats 
and spun around like a badly-made top. 


"We're alive!" Cameron yelled. "We're alive! Motherfucker! We're alive!" 


"Language, you son of a bitch!" Amanda replied, giggling hysterically. She hugged him as they spun. 
"Watch your motherfucking mouth, young man!" 


He laughed with sheer glee. "Yeah, okay, as you wish, we're alive!" He squeezed her to him, his head 
resting in the crook of her shoulder. "Holy shit!" 


"Your fucking language, hon. We're alive! We're not going to die!" She kissed him on the ear, adjusting 
her grip. 


Cameron turned his head to face her, and somehow the kiss failed to stop. Looking back on it, she could 
never pinpoint the moment when the mutual hug turned into mutual groping. It was more a matter of 
degrees, as hands moved position, then grew more and more caressing and seeking, then hungry and 
exploring. They were pressed against each other, lips locked, bodies rubbing together. 


A low fire seemed to grow in Amanda's brain, fed by the gasoline of sheer hysterical relief and broken 
tension, consuming anything like rational thought. She tore at her son's clothes, pulling his shirt off over 
his head. A second later he ripped her blouse open and placed his hands on her breasts, fumbling with 
her bra. She gave a moaning giggle and deftly reached in back to unhook it, letting him pull it away and 
letting her large, full breasts bounce free, sagging but still firm. 


He unbuttoned her pants at about the same time she yanked down his, letting them fall around his 
ankles. She stumbled at bit as she stepped out of hers, and Cameron caught her. Then he reached out 
and grabbed the front of her silken panties, and tore, violently, ripping the front out of them and sending 
the back seat tumbling away off her butt. 


Oh, she LIKED that. She pressed forwards with a ravenous giggle, pushing her breasts into his bare 
chest as she reached down to grab his erect cock in one hand and his balls in the other. "Mmmm, yes," 
she breathed. "This is still alive." 


"We're not going to fucking die!" Cameron's voice was a euphoric shout. "And your sweet cunt is mine, 
Amanda|" 


He grabbed her by the waist and dropped back, sitting down in the chair, pulling her with him. Giggling 
drunkenly, she straddled him, his quivering dick brushing against the bushy lawn of her pubic triangle. 
"Oh, so you want pussy?" she crooned, thoughts completely swept away by lust. "Is that what you want? 
My pussy?" 


"Oh fuck, I'm putting it in, Amanda. Right fucking now." He adjusted his grip on her hips. "Okay?" 


"You watch your motherfucking language you cocksucker, or you can't have any pussy!" They both 
howled with hysterical laughter as she positioned herself. "Okay. Now." 


He seemed to regain a semblance of control for a second. "Do you need lube?" 


"I'm already dripping wet, put that fucking oversized penis in me right fucking now!" She lowered herself 
as he grinned and pushed up. 


The next minute was a frenzied blur of bucking, moaning action as she rode his lap like a stallion, pain 
and exquisite pleasure feeding her desire. She hadn't quite had time to get wet enough, and there was 
chafing at the start, but the feel of him between her legs and throbbing inside her quickly got her as slick 
as was possible. His face was buried between her bouncing breasts, nuzzling, nipping, biting. His hands 
were clamped tightly around her hips to hold her on his cock as she used her own to clutch and claw at 
him, keeping her balance. 


Very, very quickly she felt the sticky warmth fountain in her, and Cameron stopped bucking. She gave 
him a disappointed moan. 


He grinned up. "Not done. Up." He stood, making her squawk as she stumbled back off his lap. 
Drunkenly, her moving backwards, they inched back through the room with his softened cock still lodged 
inside her, their hands still caressing each other. The back of her legs bumped into the edge of the bed, 
and then Cameron was pushing her gently backwards. 


She flopped back with a happy laugh, landing on her back with her ass hanging over the edge of the 
bed. A trickle of his cum slid out of her stuffed pussy and down over her asshole. Grinning, Cameron 
spread her legs wide with both hands, tucking each one of them under an arm as he stood over her. 
"More cock, madam?" he asked with a snicker. 


"Why yes, sir," she purred, moving one hand to her clit, the other to one flushed areola. "Please." 


Without a word, Cameron began to thrust his body back and forth furiously, making Amanda first gasp 
and then cry out in delight. The feel of his manhood moving through her at high speed, combined with 
the stimulation from her clit and nipple and the exultation she felt at being alive, made her feel like she 
was going to explode. Before long she was bellowing loud, almost screaming groans of passion. Fuck it, 
there's no neighbors to wake, she thought ecstatically. 


"Oh fuck, Cameron! Oh yes! Fuck! Oh fuck! Yes! Oh Cameron, hon, yes!" 


He just grinned, sweat pouring from him, breath coming in ragged pants as he serviced her with 
increasing energy. 


She wasn't sure how long it took her to orgasm, but she did, explosively, screaming and howling. Five 
minutes later she did again, giggling and moaning. Then a third time, gasping and shuddering with 
lascivious pain. 


He came then himself, to the final spasmodic clenches of her vagina at the close of her third climax, 
hands painfully tight on her thighs as he shot into her over and over again, his legs buckling. Then, 


letting go of her legs, he bent forwards over her, pushing her ass further onto the bed with one hand. 
Amanda wiggled her bottom against his palm and squirmed further onto the bed. He followed, his 
half-flaccid penis sliding out of her with a wet slurp as his hand moved down to brush through her pubic 
hair. "Saw you playing with this," he said, as his fingers toyed with her cum-sticky clit. 

"Mmmm, yes," she moaned. "That's the best place." 


"Better than pussy?" He sounded surprised. 


"Oh yes. But pussy's more satisfying." She reached down and stroked his slimy, half-hard cock. "Sticking 
this in it. Men have it all in one package. Women are spread out." 


"Spread out, waiting for a big package.” They howled with laughter. 
"It is pretty big," Amanda confided. "But that's not as good as you think." 


"It's getting bigger by the second." Her fingers were having an effect. "That sort of thing happens when 
you're alive, you know." 


"That sort of thing happens when you have sex with a stunningly beautiful woman," she corrected him, 
giggling. 


"Fuck yeah," he replied, laughing. 


"Watch your motherfucking piece of shit language you little fuck!" she howled, tittering hysterically, then 
gave a choking moan as his fingers probed her cum-slick labia and clit. They moved closely together by 
one accord, side by side on the bed, facing each other. 


He was breathing heavily now between chokes of laughter, fully hard but in mild pain. As she gasped, he 
leaned forwards and kissed her. "You like that, Amanda?" 


"Ooooh yes. Do that agai... oh. Oh fuck. Oh Cameron." She bit her lip. Her hand jerked faster up and 
down his shaft. 


She wavered on the edge of pleasure, part of her sadly recognizing that she'd reached her limit. 
Cameron groaned, and then rolled on top of her as she jerked him off. He gave a sound of real pain, and 
then came, spraying her breasts and belly with his seed. For several seconds he painted her, shooting 
the final creamy jet directly into her face. Then, exhausted, he flopped down next to her. 


"We're alive," he said, still sounding amazed. 


"We're alive," she echoed, floating in afterglow. The odor of their lovemaking was all around her, the 
sticky evidence of their frenzied coupling covered her body. 


They lay there, totally drained, hand in hand on the bed in silence. The only noise in the room was their 
slowing pants of breath and the faint, liquid squelching and dripping of Cameron's semen leaving his 


mother's body. 


Slowly, the fire died in Amanda's brain and her thoughts began to surface from the afterglow, like some 
ugly, ominous sea monster. Okay, she told herself. We did it again. 


You fucked your son like an eager slut, her mind shot back. You are a fucking freak, Amanda Santander. 
What sort of parent are you? 


She swallowed, the flush of pleasure rapidly leaving her. She glanced over at Cameron guiltily. She 
could feel his cum lying in warm puddles on her belly, glistening on her breasts, in warm streaks on her 
face. And bubbling from her ravished snatch. 


"Cameron?" she said hesitantly. 


He glanced over, then kissed her on the neck. "Hmm, Amanda? If you want more, it's gonna be a bit. | 
can't get it up again. Pretty tired now, too." 


"No, I..." She flushed. "Cameron, we can't let this happen again." 

"Huh?" He looked at her, started to laugh, then stared at her. "Are you kidding me? Is this a joke?" 

"No! I... | wasn't thinking straight. Neither of us were. | was just so happy to be alive..." 

"This is PART of being alive! You can't tell me you didn't love what we just did. | saw every look you 
gave, heard every sound you made." His voice had an angry, raw edge to it. "Can you seriously tell me 
you don't want me?" 

"|..." Amanda shuddered, then pulled herself together. "It's not about what we want," she said briskly. 
"There's a lot of things that we want that we can't have. This is one of them. You're my son and I'm your 


mother." 


"That's not what you were saying a few minutes ago when you were begging me to stick it in you," he 
said heatedly. 


She gave a little gasp and looked away, hurt but unable to contradict him. It was true enough. 


After a second he sighed. "Sorry, Amanda. That was out of line. | don't want to be an asshole. It's just... 
I'm used to you making sense." She could hear deep frustration in his voice. 


"I'm a scientist, Cameron, and | think I've done a good job training you to be one too. But every scientist 
sooner or later learns the practical truth that sometimes the world doesn't make sense and never will no 
matter how much logic and investigation and reasoning you bring to bear." She shook her head. "This is 
one of those times." 


"| guess." He didn't sound convinced. For several seconds he was silent. Then: "You can make up your 
own mind, of course. It takes two of us for anything to happen." 


"Yes. But | want you to... to try and help. Pretend like-" 
"Like we haven't done it repeatedly. Yeah." He sounded bitterly amused. "Okay. Sorry about today." 


She sighed. "It's not your fault. It was both of us. | was the one who should have said something, not 
you, and | didn't. If anything | ought to be apologizing to you." 


He gave a sharp chuckle. "Yeah, you totally need to apologize for one of the best hours of my entire 
life." She gave a startled, flattered giggle despite herself, and he glanced at her. "Before we stop 
talking... was it at least okay?" 


"Oh Cameron, hon." She exhaled slowly, then patted his hip. "You would have driven some lucky girl 
insane in bed. She would have spent half her time on her back if she could have her way. No 
complaints. You're still a little clumsy, and there's a lot you don't know. But that's part of the fun." 
"Good. | wanted to make you happy." 

"| think that wasn't the main thing you wanted," she said archly. 

He jerked a little guiltily, then grinned, acknowledging the point. "Well, yeah. Who could blame me." His 
eyes ran over her body, still glistening and fuck-flushed, and then he looked away. "You'd better take a 


shower, Amanda. You're covered in my cum." 


"Yes." Gingerly she stood on wobbly legs. Her son's seed slid in oozing globs down her front, out of her 
swollen snatch, down her inner thighs. Swaying, she staggered to the door of the bathroom. 


It took her some time to get clean. When the bathroom door opened again, and she shakily stepped 
naked and dry into the stateroom again, Cameron was gone and the door to the front room was closed. 
He'd stripped the sheets from the bed, replicated a new batch, and put them on for her. 


Amanda dressed in silence. She stayed in her room, emotionally drained, for the rest of the day. 


3 - Life 
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Part 3: Life 


Breakfast the next morning was a little awkward. 


Cameron greeted her with a subdued "Morning, Mom." She had given him a weak smile and sat down 
across from him, and they mostly ate in silence. 


After breakfast they'd gone about their normal routines, with Amanda going back to her Tetris project. 
Somehow the utter trivial pointlessness of it seemed more pronounced than it had before the accident. 


It's not pointless, she told herself sternly. Adding new forms of recreation was important to keep up their 
mental health and morale. Think of the fun they could have slotting differently shaped blocks into other 
differently shaped blocks for hours! 


Yeah, it was pointless. It was a new way to kill time without accomplishing anything as they waited to die 
of old age or systems failure. 


Well, that's all we have left, Amanda thought unhappily. Nothing we do out here will leave any sort of 
mark. 


It left her with a sour mood as she ended the day. Dinner was as silent as breakfast had been. 


The next few days were a mixed bag. Sometimes she and Cameron would talk cheerfully, jokingly, 
discussing the broadcast or talking about future project ideas. Then one of them would look at the other 
in a certain way, and things would become suddenly nervous, tingling with a buried tension just under 
the surface. And then one or the other of them would quickly excuse themselves and leave, sometimes 
to take a cold shower. 


Amanda had taken to masturbating daily. Usually she tried to do it in the shower in the afternoon. 


Sometimes, though, she found herself doing it in bed at night. She wasn't sure if it helped, or just fed the 
fire. 


She knew Cameron was doing it too, in the front room when she was supposed to be asleep. Before she 
had been mostly oblivious to it; she'd assumed in a vague sort of way that it happened, him being in his 
late teens and all, but she had never given any thought to when or the details. Now she could tell almost 
instantly when he started, without seeing or hearing anything. A little quiver would work its way down her 
spine from her head to her loins, and she'd fall silent, straining to listen. And dimly, almost inaudibly, 
she'd hear the creak of the sofa in the other room. 


It was hard to sleep until he was done. Sometimes even after that. 


Things stumbled thus along, with neither of them entirely happy, until the next broadcast. It was on time, 
which Amanda took as a good sign. They seated themselves in front of the terminal, finished recording 
it, and then eagerly started the playback. 


Apparently the Hanoi talks had been a great success. There were still issues to be resolved, specifics 
under dispute, but the key sources of tension seemed to have been defused. Lots of people were 
smiling in the interviews, giving off an air of relieved optimism. 


The main thing, as far as Amanda could tell, was that the US Alliance had made explicit the economic 
benefits that would flow to the Confederacy of Southern Mars from having a member state on their 
doorstep. Favorable trade treaties with easy movement between borders, and a promise of block 
infrastructure development grants for Central Mars that would be open to bids from Confederacy 
corporations sweetened the pot. The Confederacy had been going through a rough patch economically 
for a decade, and the prospect of a massive infusion of cash and new markets was enough to swing 
both public and official opinion in favor of letting go a territory that they hadn't really controlled for 
decades anyway. 


A perfect little piece of diplomacy, where everyone benefits and reason triumphs. Although... 

"What are these rumors they're talking about?" she asked curiously. 

"| don't know," her son replied, frowning. "Maybe they'll go into more detail." 

It took a while, but they did, with the High Governor of the Confederacy responding to a shouted 
question at a news conference. "Oh, for heaven's sakes," the woman said, blushing faintly. "There, ah, 
there was no ‘orgy’. | know what occurred at the previous Hanoi conference, but this was, uh... very 
businesslike." 

Another shouted question. "| would describe the President and I's relationship as very warm." Her blush 
deepened slightly. "And of course Premier Bian Lanh has been extremely helpful and very sweet. As our 
hostess and mediator, | mean. Next question?" 


Amanda and Cameron looked at each other. 


"Let's hear it for peace," Cameron finally said, grinning. 


She smiled, amused. "Better than war." 


There were a few other stories, all overshadowed by the conference, and after it was done they had their 
discussion. "Do you think the crisis is over?" Cameron asked. 


Thinking about it, Amanda nodded. "I do. | really do. It could blow up again if they can't figure out one of 
the points still unresolved, but it sounded to me like both sides really want this to work. They each have 
a lot to gain if it does, and a lot of lose if it doesn't." 

"And there's a personal connection now, sounds like." 


"That never hurts." She chuckled. "Well, almost never." 


"Yeah." He looked moody for a second, then brightened. "Even though it isn't relevant to me any more, 
I'm still glad nothing's going to happen to Vancouver. | think that would upset me." 


"Distance doesn't make things irrelevant," Amanda observed. "Just because we can't go there-" 
"No, it's more than that," he disagreed. "We don't belong to that civilization any more. For all intents and 
purposes they aren't real. Vancouver is a story now, a story we get a progressively stranger chapter of 


every week. Nothing is real except the pod." 


She looked away. "| suppose you're right," she said heavily. "But it's hard to accept. | lived in that world a 
lot longer than you did." 


"| know," Cameron replied sympathetically. "You're a lot more wedded to its traditions and conventions 
than | am. And you find it harder to let go and accept who we are now." 


She gave him a hard look. "I Know where this is going." 


"| didn't say anything," he said, quirking a half-smile. "Just making a relevant point to the conversation 
we're having." 


"Well, I'm done with the discussion," she said curtly, standing up. "I'll talk to you later." 
"We still have half an hour of broadcast to go over!" he protested. 


"Some other time." Scowling, Amanda stormed out of the front room and into her stateroom, pushing the 
door mostly closed with something resembling a slam. 


She instinctively got out the training bag, and began to lay into it, striking violently out. She was angry, 
deeply angry, far more so than she knew she ought to be. 


He didn't actually say anything out of line, she thought, shoulders straining as she threw overarm 
punches into the bag. He was even correct in what he said, | think. Why am | so enraged? 


Her knee slammed into the bag with a solid thwack. She was angry because of the tension. Because 
she couldn't even have a discussion with him now without walking into a minefield that could blow them 
up. She hadn't realized what sort of Pandora's Box she was opening. 


Punch after punch slammed into the padded fabric, making her grunt with each one. Mostly she was 
upset with herself. She ought to be rational about this, cool and controlled, the adult setting the example. 


We're both adults now, Amanda thought, kicking the bag. That's the problem. 


The beating she gave the bag worked the anger out of her over the next five minutes, replacing it with 
heaving breath and a thick sheen of perspiration. The Muay Thai was always the most SATISFYING of 
her workouts, she reflected. Stretching, she stripped off, headed into the bathroom, and turned ona 
warm shower. 


She needed to get herself under control, she thought as she washed the sweat off. Or at least hide it 
better. It was unacceptable that Cameron was being more restrained than she was. And she really had 
gone off at him there. 


That made her wince. She'd have to apologize. Living this close, unable to escape from each other, 
dependent on each other for human contact... you couldn't let hurt feelings fester. It wasn't like things in 
the outside world. 

Lots of things weren't like they were in the outside world. 

She shook her head. Well, at least they still had a fresh broadcast to discuss. That would provide a topic 
of conversation to ease them back into things. She could ask his opinion on the economic results of 


open-border trade between- 


Amanda heard rather than saw the shower door open. For a second she didn't realize what the sound 
was, then spun around in shock. 


Cameron had just stepped inside. He was within arm's reach of her and he was completely naked. The 
spray started to send water trickling down his bare chest. 


"Wh-what are you DOING!" she hissed. "I'm taking a SHOWER" 

"We need to talk," he said evenly. 

"I'm in the shower! Get out!" 

"We need to talk, openly, naked and honest," he continued, looking nervous but determined. "| was 
willing to play your game of pretend, but not if you're going to bite my head off every time the 
conversation reminds you of what happened. I'm not going to put up with that for the rest of my fucking 


life." 


She stared helplessly at him, torn between anger, confusion, and rueful acknowledgement of his point. 
"Cameron, can we please, please talk about this later? With more... clothes?" 


"You think clothing will make a difference?" She flushed slightly, and he nodded. "Me too. That's why | 
didn't wait until you were done." He half-smiled. "That, and | had an angry workout too, and | could use 
the shower." 


She could smell his scent from here. It made her tingle slightly. "Cameron..." 


"You want to talk about this later? Fine. Here's a deal: you soap me up, wash the sweat off me, and then 
I'll go. Shouldn't take you longer than a minute." 


"You have got to be kidding." Oh, the thought made her lips twitch. 
"What's the matter?" he taunted. "Scared? Don't think you can control yourself?" 


It was a transparent goad. It was so blatant than he obviously knew she would know what he was doing. 
But it still somehow stung enough to work. "Fine," she said primly. "Pass the soap." 


He tossed her the bottle, and then turned around. "Start with the back, maybe," he advised. 


"I've bathed you before. | know where to start." She squirted soap into her palms, and then began to 
lather up his back. 


Cameron's skin was warm and slick under her palms. She felt the shape of his muscles as she worked, 
moving up to do his shoulders. Then she moved down, along his sides. 


He really has turned out well, she thought. And so pleasant to touch, slick and wet like this... 


Her hands slid around under his arms to do his front, forcing her own chest into his back. Just a tease, 
she thought, to pay him back for this. Her breasts, slippery with water and the soap she'd lathered into 
his skin, slid against his back, the hard nipples pressing into his skin. Her hands caressed his chest, and 
she heard him swallow. 


See how you like it, she thought smugly. 


Slowly she worked her way down, pressed against his back, massaging and rubbing the soap into his 
stomach and sides. She dropped down to her knees as her hands moved back to do his hips, then slid 
down across his ass. She felt a heat grow in the back of her skull as she squeezed and stroked the two 
smooth, taut cheeks just below her flushed face. This must be driving him wild, she thought. Good. 


Her hands moved between his legs to touch his upper thighs. She could see his sack, dangling, and her 
soapy fingers plucked at it. He made a choked noise, and she gave a half-laugh. She slid one fleshy, 
sack-held sphere between finger and thumb, then drew her hand back, sliding along the crease of his 
ass. 


Abruptly he turned around. Amanda suddenly found herself face to face with his quivering, rampant 
penis, jutting from a mop of wet pubic hair. Her hands stil rested on his hips. 


She didn't even think about it. It just seemed utterly natural. She bent forward, took his length into her 
mouth, and began to suckle it. 


Cameron gave a groan of pleasure, and placed his hands on her head, running his fingers through her 
wet blonde hair. Her tongue slid back and forth along his manhood as he very gently swayed, pumping 
at her mouth ever so slightly. She had forgotten the unique taste of cock, a mix of confined sweat and 
flesh and aged cum. His tasted like Greg's, but different. More of a mouthful, to be sure. 


He pushed it deeper, and she gagged a little. Too long. She took hold of his balls and the base of his 
dick, and used that to regulate how much of his prick she let in between her lips. Her tongue slipped 
around his flared head, slurping the space behind the cap, down the veiny, throbbing shaft... 


"Ahhhuhn!" With almost a noise of pain, Cameron's hands tightened on her scalp convulsively. A 
half-second later he came in a gush, flooding the back of her mouth with his seed. Choking a little, 
Amanda drank him down, tongue lapping up each spurt. 


She had always enjoyed swallowing Greg. She liked the taste, the feel, the idea of drinking him; she had 
jokingly taken to referring to his cum as ‘her favorite beverage’. They had used it as a naughty little 
game; she would say in public, in front of friends or coworkers or even strangers, that it was time for 
them to go home and he could get her some of her favorite beverage. They'd done that many times, 
their safe but arousing version of exhibitionism, and she'd always been true to her word when they'd 
gotten back home. 


Cameron's cum, like his cock, tasted like his father but different. Slightly sweeter, less musky, maybe 
even with a nut overtone. Not bad at all, although not holding as much masculine flavor as Greg. 


After his last spurt tickled her mouth, he slid his cock free of her lips. He was still hard, she noticed, 
looking up at him with his semen running down her chin in creamy streaks. They gazed at each other for 
a second, and then she was rising, he was pulling her to her feet. One of them shut off the shower on 
the way out. Neither of them bothered to reclaim the water. 


Soaked, almost dancing, they twirled the distance between the bathroom and the bed. Breathing hard, 
Amanda grabbed her son by the shoulders and pushed him down flat on the mattress, lying on his back 
gazing up at her. His cock pointed stiffly skywards, and she took hold of it lovingly as she climbed onto 
the bed on her knees. With a wicked smile, she bent and slowly licked a blob of cum off the head of his 
quivering prick, making him give an eager groan. Then, she straddled his waist and raised herself up. 
Drops of her slickness rained down upon his pubic mound as she positioned herself. 


They both gave short, piercing gasps as she lowered herself onto him. Amanda shuddered as she felt 
her son's penis once again stretch her straining pussy, just as she had imagined in her fevered 
daydreams the last week. Slowly, one hand on her clit and one hand on his stomach, she began to ride 
him, cowgirl-style. 


Cameron proved a spirited mount. Grabbing hold of her thighs, he began to thrust up into her. Soon she 
was groaning and hissing, the hand on his stomach almost gouging his muscled flesh, holding on for 
dear life as she rode. 


He was so warm inside her, so thick. At this angle she couldn't get off on the penetration alone, but the 
sensation of fullness combined with the relentless teasing she was giving her clit was driving her rapidly 
towards a peak. Slowing the clitoris-play, she tried to draw things out. 


Her son was having none of that. His hands slipped back from her thighs to her ass, kneading it and 
letting his fingers curve round into her crack. She moaned a giggle and bent forward a little, then gave a 
protesting cry as he pushed the tip of one finger into her anus. He withdrew it, and went back to 
squeezing her round rear. 


Before too long she felt another sticky fountain inside her, felt Cameron jerk and shudder and grind to a 
halt. Quickly, she moved her finger back to her clit and rode for her life. She had been near her peak 
anyway, and before he could soften much... almost before he had finished drenching the womb that had 
borne him with his semen... she gave a sharp, ragged shriek of passion. Her orgasm rocked her, sent 
her sprawling across his chest in a trembling heap, her tits askew against him. They lay there, Cameron 
still inside her, regaining their breath. Then Amanda rolled off of him, his penis tugging free in a gout of 
mixed cum. 


Her son glanced over at her. "This is the part where you say that we can't let this happen again." 
Amanda gave a short laugh, half bitter, half amused. "| guess we both know that it will." 


Cameron nodded. "Look, Amanda... Our situation, it is what it is. Are you really that set against it? 
Really? Do you know your own mind and your reasons?" 


She thought about it, mellow and strangely calm in the afterglow. While she had been able to lie to 
herself with mixed success before, she had to admit now that she enjoyed sex with Cameron. Her 
marriage vows had been til death did they part, and, well, Greg was dead. And Cameron was an adult 
and certainly willing. That just left the main thing; the fact that it was incest. 


But did that really matter? She couldn't have children. There was nobody around to disapprove or get 
them in trouble. She couldn't screw up their parent-child relationship any more than it had already been. 
And it wasn't as if either of them would ever have any better options. 


The main objection, she realized, had always been that the whole idea had shocked and scandalized 
her. And, well, her sense of shock and scandal, while still alive after the first time they'd done it, was 
getting pretty damn tired after the third time. It was starting to feel almost familiar. 


"| guess it is sort of pointless," she admitted. 


"If it were just pointless | wouldn't care," Cameron said. "If you had no interest in me I'd just jack off in 
the front room. But | know you enjoy this, Amanda." His hand moved down to toy with his semi-flaccid 
penis. "And | know when you look at me sometimes now you think about it. And that makes things really 
uncomfortable if you can't let yourself express that but we're always dancing around it." 


"Yes." Her own hand reached out to join his in teasing the sticky member. "You're right. This whole thing 
is ridiculous. | should just... | should just admit it." 


"Admit what?" he said encouragingly. 

"Admit..." Amanda flushed. It was hard, somehow, to say it out loud in a calm, reasonable conversation, 
harder than actually having sex. "Admit that you and | are having a sexual relationship," she said with a 
slight tremor in her voice. "That we're... lovers, now." 

He smiled. "That wasn't so hard, was it?" 

"It was!" She laughed, rueful and a little relieved. "You can't imagine how hard. But | suppose it's true." 
"Yup." He kissed her shoulder. "Can | sleep in here from now on?" 

"You just wanted to get away from that sofa," she said, amused. She thought about it for a second. 
"We'll try it tonight and see how it goes. It's important, though, that we still have private time and private 


spaces." 


"Yeah, agreed. This room's still yours and the front is still my kingdom. | just sort of... want to wake up 
with you." He grinned, looking embarrassed. "That probably sounds stupid." 


"No. | shared a bed with a man once before, you know. It's different. | wouldn't mind doing it again, | 
think." 


"Just ‘wouldn't mind'?" 
Amanda smirked. "You have a lot to learn, kiddo. We'll have to train you up to my standards." 
"Well, I've always been a good student, haven't |?" He grinned. "Quick to learn?" 


"With proper motivation." She winked, suddenly feeling like a giant weight had lifted from her shoulders, 
leaving only a pleasant sense of anticipation. "I think | can provide plenty of motivation." 


The corners of his moth twitched. "I do require frequent motivation, you know." 


"Good. You may find yourself getting more than you can handle." Her voice held a promise. "Day and 
night." 


"What the fuck have | done," he muttered, then laughed. "I want to jump on you again right now, but | 
don't think | can get it up yet." 


"Cameron, hon, lover, we have time. We have nothing at all BUT time," Amanda said gently. "Banter 
aside, don't push yourself any harder than you want. My vagina will still be here in the morning, and so 
will your penis." She stroked it. "And when we're ready, one will go in the other again." 


"Yeah." He levered himself up. "Maybe | ought to go in the other room, give us both time to process this. 
It's... it's a big change, and change isn't something that exactly happens to us much any more." 


"| Know," she replied. "That's a good idea." She smiled, struck by a thought. "Why don't we have 


dinner?" 
"We always have dinner." 


"No, | mean... get the replicator to make something nice in a few courses. Set out a tablecloth and some 
artificial candles. Wear some nice going-out clothes." 


"Like a date?" He looked startled, then excited. "I've never had a date before." 


"Well, this one's with your mother, so it won't be that exciting." She winked, then drew a cum-slick finger 
across his damp chest. "Or maybe it will." 


"I'll have things ready a little after our usual time," he instantly said. "An hour later than we usually eat?" 
"Sounds good," she said. "See you then." 


He left, and she lay back in the bed for a while before getting up to dry herself off and clean her 
semen-stuffed snatch. She felt good. Almost cheerful. There was a faint lingering sense of doubt and 
discomfort, but on the whole she felt like she'd resolved a massive dilemna that had been dragging her 
down. 


If nothing else, she wouldn't be bored any time soon. 


KKK 


Amanda put some thought into her appearance that night. She did her makeup naked in front of the 
mirror, using a light touch but one that she felt made a real difference. Then she went to raid her closet; 
out came some old, old garments that she'd packed to wear at formal dinners, should the colony have 
any. Most were too conservative for tonight's needs, but she'd included one that was intended to... show 
herself off to good advantage. Amanda had never tolerated her bosses or co-workers coming on to her, 
had shut that down harshly the very few times it had threatened to happen, but she was aware of the 
effect that showing a bit of skin at a function could have on getting funding and had no qualms about 
exploiting that on her lab's behalf. 


The dress was a white sheath, strapless, with a V-shaped open back ending just at the top of her ass 
and a hemline ending around mid-thigh. It looked good on her, she knew. The only problem was that it 
was sized for a rather heavier 30ish woman, not a toned, fit 40-something. She had to spend a bit of 
time with the replicator to resize it. 


With that done, she added a few silver pieces of jewelry; an understated necklace hanging just over her 

cleavage, and two small earrings set with bright blue gemstones from a colony world. Then she anointed 
her pubic bush and the valley between her breasts with lightly scented oil, a practice that had become a 

bit of a trademark for her when she was younger. 


Not bad, she thought, admiring the overall effect in the mirror. She hadn't looked this good since before 
Cameron was born, in her opinion. 


Turning, putting a little bit of a strut in her step, she turned and opened the door to the front room. 


Cameron had outdone himself. He'd turned the lights low, and set up a table decked with a red cloth and 
lit by glowing 'candles' that gave a convincing illusion of flame. There was soft music playing quietly in 
the background, and platters of food on the table. 


"Not bad," she said, walking in. 


"Thanks," he replied, looking up. He hadn't brought anything formal with him, of course, so he was 
wearing a simple pair of black trousers with a white open-necked shirt. It was the one he'd embroidered 
with blue and gold tracery, though; the one he only brought out to wear on birthdays and holidays. His 
eyes widened a bit as he took her in. "Y-You look... wow. | didn't know you could dress like that." 


"There's a lot you don't know about me that you're going to learn, hon," Amanda said, smiling. "You look 
very handsome." 


He blushed a bit. "| didn't know what you wanted to drink, so | left that to you." 

"Hm, good call." She walked over to the replicator. "Two flutes of neowine, Napa Pinot Noir 2034." 
"Working." The replicator clearly didn't think much of her choice of spirits. 

"Wine? I, uh... you Know I've never had alcohol before," Cameron said a bit nervously. 


"Neowine. Tastes the same, gives you the tingle and warmth in your gullet, but you can't even get 
buzzed off of it," Amanda told him cheerfully. "They came up with it when | was little. Was supposed to 
revolutionize drinking." 


"I'm guessing it didn't? | was kind of young when we left to know much about this stuff." 


"It turns out one of the main reasons people drink alcohol is to get drunk, or at least giggly," she dryly 
replied. "Sales were poor. Most places still do Keep a supply on tap to serve designated drivers, cops, 
on-call doctors, people like that." 


"So it's just like drinking water, in terms of the effects?" 


"Mmmm, theories differ," she said, smirking a little. "I've always experienced a noticeable amount of 
relaxation and a certain... loosening of inhibitions after a glass or two. Other people have observed the 
same thing. Not everyone does, though, and lots of people say it's all in our heads, a placebo response 
from drinking something that is exactly like alcohol to our senses." She saw his uncertainly, and laughed 
a little. "Come on, now, if you're old enough to stick it in me you're old enough to drink. I'm not going out 
with a minor." 


"Oh, uh, yeah, no problem. Always did wonder what the stuff was like." He took his glass from the 
replicator slot, looked at the red liquid curiously, then took a gulp. He immediately burst into a coughing 
fit as Amanda laughed and pounded him on the back. 


"Holy shit, seriously?" he finally managed, wheezing. 
"You don't gulp it down like water, silly," she said, still laughing. "You sip." 


"Sip. Right." He took a more measured drink. "Not like | expected. Not bad, but... different. It's going to 
take some getting used to." 


"Most people have that reaction," Amanda told him. He pulled out her chair for her, and she sat. 


The meal was in courses, with the main ones being pasta and chicken in a light mint sauce. There was a 
bit of heat to it, which caused them to frequently sip at their wine. 


As they ate, Amanda couldn't help but notice her son's eyes straying to her cleavage. She smiled a little, 
amused. 


Mostly, though, the tabletalk revolved around the same things that they usually talked about. The 
broadcast, pod improvements, life back on Earth. She wasn't sure whether to be relieved or 
disappointed. 


Finally Cameron took a long drink of wine and glanced at her nervously. "I, um... | made you something." 
He took out a small black box and pushed it across the table to her. 


Blinking, Amanda picked it up, studied it for a second, and then opened it. Then blinked again. There, 
lying on black velvet, was a silver ring scribed with knotwork. She deftly plucked it from the box with two 
fingers, admiring it. Then she quirked an eyebrow at him. "A ring, Cameron? Really?" Her voice held 
amusement. "Is this your attempt to make an honest woman out of me?" 

He turned a little red. "Yeah, | know, | know," he mumbled. "We can't actually, and it probably seems like 
sort of a little kid thing. | just wanted something to be a sort of... | don't know, formal signal of the new 
arrangement. That just seemed important." 


She smiled at him. "People need formal markers of important events. That's why we have funerals, 
graduation ceremonies, memorials. | think it's a good idea and not childish at all. | wish I'd thought of it." 


He looked relieved. "Good." 


"Although it doesn't seem right to just be me... hm." She abruptly rose. "Hold on just a second. I'll be 
right back." 


She vanished into the stateroom for a second, and emerged with a closed fist. Sitting back down, she 
leaned forwards. "Hold out your palm." 


Cameron did, and she let the object tumble into it. A gold ring. 
"That's your wedding band!" he said, surprised. "I can't take th-" 


"You can," she replied. "Look, Cameron... that marriage was wonderful. The best years of my life. But it's 


over, now. That ring no longer means anything to me except something dead. I'd rather give it new life 
and purpose and meaning than put it in a drawer and try my best to forget about it. It'll look good on 
you." 


He looked touched. "Thanks." He picked the ring up, moved it to the tip of his ring finger, hesitated. 
"Shall we do it together?" 


"Yes." She picked up the new silver band, her heart beating a little quicker, and then slipped it on her 
finger, down to the faintly discolored zone of skin where her wedding ring had rested for so many years. 
"With this ring, | thee wed," she said softly without thinking, then blushed a little as she realized what 
she'd said. 


He slid the band onto his finger. "With this ring, | thee wed," he repeated. 


They looked at each other silently in the flickering candlelight for a few seconds, then Amanda picked up 
her wineglass and extended it. "Here's to us, Mr. Santander." 


Grinning, Cameron clinked his glass against it. "To us, Mrs. Santander." 


They sipped their wine in silence for a few more minutes, eyes moving from each other to the new rings 
upon their hands and back again. 


"| usually sleep in boxers," Cameron finally said. "Occasionally naked, though." 


"I've been wearing a nightdress, as you know," Amanda said. "Given the new arrangement, though, I'm 
going to start sleeping naked." 


"Uh?" 


"It's annoying trying to strip for action when you're half-asleep," she told him. "It's best if I'm just ready to 
go the second I'm mostly awake." 


"So you don't mind? If | wake you up so that we can...?" 


"I'll be disappointed if you don't," Amanda said, grinning. "It's probably going to be me waking you up a 
lot of the time." 


He looked surprised and a bit intimidated. "Uh... really? This is sort of strange, Amanda. | mean... | 
thought you'd want it to be once a week or something like that. Maybe twice. With a scheduled time or 
something." 


She stared at him, and then gave a rich, deep laugh. "Oh honey. You really don't know what you've 
signed up for, do you. It's too late now though." She took a deep gulp of wine. "Cameron... | like sex. | 
like to be energetically and frequently fucked. | like ita LOT, and always have. | was reluctant to start 
this, but now that we've decided we're going to be lovers, | expect to be serviced once a day at the bare 
minimum." 


He stared at her in shock. "B-but... when | was little, you weren't like-" 


"Cameron, why do you think your father was always so tired?" she said sweetly. "It wasn't from making 
furniture." 


He looked like he might faint. "Seriously?" 

"Seriously." She smiled, and patted his hand. "Hon, you've only ever Known me as your mother. You're 
going to get to know a different aspect of me now, just as I'm probably going to see a side of you | 
haven't before. It's going to be a time of discovery for us both." 


"That's a little scary," he admitted. 


"You're a man now. You've demonstrated that pretty convincingly." She winked. "You can be brave. | 
think you'll agree the rewards are worth it." 


"Oh yes," he said fervently, then glanced down at the ring on his hand. "Amanda?" 

"Yes?" 

"Do you... do you think Dad would understand? About us?" he asked in a small voice. 

Against her will, Amanda felt tears come to her eyes. Not just from the question. Cameron hadn't so 
much as mentioned Greg once since the days after the accident, had for years gone out of his way to 
avoid giving any indication that he had any parent other than her. That he was finally willing to talk about 
his father struck her as a very good sign. "I don't know," she said after a while. "That's not something | 
can speak for him on. But hon, what | can say, 100%, is that he would absolutely want us to be happy, 


because he loved us both very much." 


Cameron thought about that for a bit. "Yeah. Yeah, he would, wouldn't he." He looked at her, then 
smiled. "| suppose that'll have to do." 


She nodded, then lifted her wineglass. "To someone we both loved with all our hearts." 

He raised his own and clinked it against hers. "To someone we never stopped missing." 

The rest of the meal was quiet and reflective, with small talk and the clink of silverware. Gradually 
though, perhaps aided by the neowine, the mood brightened, and by the time their plates were empty it 
was almost light. 

"Delicious," Amanda pronounced, pushing her plate away. "Don't fire the cook." 

"I'm sure the replicator's relieved," Cameron said, grinning. "Glad you liked the food, though." 

"| did." She eyed him, feeling suddenly fully in her element as the wicked sex beast she'd always fancied 


herself. She leaned forward, half-rising, giving him a good view of her cleavage. "So what do you think of 
your main course, hmmm? Like it?" 


His grin widened. "Hard to tell until | have it." 


"Hmph." Standing, she glided around the table and beckoned him after. He slowly followed, a look of 
anticipation on his face. 


In the stateroom, she took a sheet from the bed and spread it on the floor over the carpet. "We'll try 
something a little different tonight," she said playfully. Then, as he watched with curiosity, she sank to 
her hands and knees on the sheet, going down on all fours. "On your knees, hon." 

"Heh. Behind you or in front?" 


"Behind." 


He nodded, and complied. She glanced back at him, a few inches past her butt, gazing at her back left 
bare by the dress. Smiling, she raised her ass and wiggled it. 


He raised a hand to touch the hem of her short dress sheath. "Can |?" 

"Be my guest." 

Carefully, he slid her dress up over her ass, baring her thighs and bottom and crotch, exposing her 
asshole and furred labia to his inspection. Amanda widened her legs a little and waggled her smooth 
rear at him again. "Like the view?" 

"Oh yes," he breathed. Then he looked a bit awkward. "Should | lube up?" 


"No. Just touch me a bit. Look at my pussy. At the top of it there's a little nub. Do you see it?" 


"Uh... there's a lot of hair." She shivered as his fingertips brushed through her tangled bush. "Ummm... 
right at the edge of the hood?" 


"Yes." Then she gasped as his fingers settled on her clitoris. "Yessssss. Just stroke that a bit, Cameron." 


He did, and Amanda slowly rocked back and forth on her knees, feeling a heady anticipation build along 
with her arousal and physical delight. This would be their first premeditated coupling for pleasure, and 
she found herself eagerly awaiting it. 


Cameron's finger on her clit was getting her nice and wet, along with her own desire. She hesitated a bit, 
though, enjoying the fingerplay and not wanting to take him without sufficient lubrication, especially in 
this position. Then, without warning, Cameron slid two fingers into her pussy. 


"Ahnnn!" Amanda gave a startled little cry, her cunt squeezing down on the two digits. Cameron slowly 
flexed the fingers, and she shivered, biting her lip. Drops of moisture began to fall to the sheet from 
between her legs. 


"Wow, that's tight in there,” her son said, impressed. "You can bear down pretty hard." 


"Yes," she managed. "I think we're good. Why don't you take your clothes off now." 


"Uh, okay." He took his hand away with a little reluctance and unbuckled his slacks. Amanda glanced 
behind her and watched as he stripped off his shirt and then his underwear and pants, letting his 
erection bounce free. He moved back to a kneeling position behind her, and her eyes went to the head 
of his rigid cock, quivering with readiness. "What do | do now?" 


"You mount me, Cameron," Amanda murmured, lust in her voice. "You mount me and fuck me, 
doggystyle." She raised her ass invitingly, labia engorged and dripping. 


Her son surged forwards in a horny rush, almost tripping in his eagerness. She winced as he folded over 
her back... he was heavier than his slender frame looked... and then groaned as she felt his long, hard 
penis push past her cuntal gates and into her wet tunnel. His arms reached down to paw at the front of 
her dress, sending her full breasts tumbling free of the white fabric and swaying wildly under her. Then, 
as she adjusted her stance, he began to hump her cunt with hungry, rough strokes. 


Amanda raised her head and moaned, body rocking under her son's incestuous plowing. She had 
always enjoyed being taken doggystyle; there was something raw and primal and almost animalistic 
about it that she loved. And now that she had come to terms with the situation, the idea of being fucked 
like a bitch in her wedding dress by her own son and new ‘husband’ made her feel deliciously perverted 
and sexy. She raised one hand back, balancing herself on the other, and fingered her clit as she was 
vigorously taken. Now and then her fingertip brushed against the slick length of Cameron's penis as it 
pumped in and out of her wet vulva. 


Cameron nuzzled at the back of her neck. "You like being... fucked like this... hun?" he panted, hips 
slapping rhythmically into her backside. "On all fours?" 


"Ohhhh yes," Amanda moaned. "Do me harder, Mister Santander. | like it rough and-" 


Her remaining words were lost in a squeal as Cameron appeared to take her at her word and hammered 
into her in a frenzy, hands twisting her flopping tits. Amanda gasped in pain as her son's oversized cock 
lanced roughly through her straining vagina, thumping against her cervix and pressing against the 
internal portion of her clitoris as it went. The vaginal stimulation from it was some of the best she'd ever 
had, enough to make her eyes nearly cross, and the feeling of raw sexual passion she was getting from 
the young man mounting her rump was almost overpoweringly arousing. But the pain was very real, and 
past her levels of tolerance. 


"C-Camerrrrronnn, hon, t-that's... UHN... that's t-too hard," she moaned. "S-Slow down a bit." 
"Damn it," he panted, "you said you liked it rough." He grudgingly slowed, though. "Make up your mind." 


"Rough, not brutal," she gasped back. "You've got a very big cock, Cameron. You need to learn your 
limits." 


"And you're gonna teach me, huh?" He sounded just a faint bit irritated at that. Men always did want to 
be in charge. 


"You see any other cunt to stick it in?" She ground her ass back against his next thrust, groaning as it 
sent his cock thrusting deep. "This was your idea, hon. You pushed for it, you wanted it, you put the ring 
on my finger. From now on, you're going to fuck me to orgasm and you're going to do it my way. That's 
the price for having your own mother panting under you like a bitch in heat." She gave a wicked little 
laugh. "Isn't that a good deal?" 


"Wow. Like a bitch in heat." Cameron sounded impressed, a bit scared, and a lot aroused. He sped up 
his thrusts into her straining cunt ever so slightly, his fingers tweaking her big nipples as her breasts 
thumped back and forth under her swaying torso. "I'm gonna be... mmmmm... honest, Amanda... ahhhh, 
yeahhh... | never realized you were sort of a slut." 


"Mmmm, | like it when you call me that," Amanda murmured, then choked back a cry as he bore down a 
little harder. "That's right, hon. But only for one man at a time. Only for one big, hard cock in my pussy... 
oh, yessss... oh... onhhhhh...." 


"You're squeezing my dick off!" Cameron moaned. "Oh, shit!" 


With s low scream, Amanda orgasmed explosively, her slickness drenching her thighs and her son's 
crotch. As her back arched and her eyes rolled back, Cameron stiffened, grunted, and came, shooting 
his seed deep into her. For two dozen seconds they crouched frozen, locked dick to pussy, faces 
screwed out into the agony and ecstacy of climax. Then, slowly, Amanda slumped, her face and elbows 
doing down to the sheet. Her quivering ass remained hiked, and gingerly Cameron pulled his softening 
cock from her squishy slit and got unsteadily to his feet. 


Amanda took a second to rest, sprawled flushed and sated on the floor at her son's feet, fancy dress 
mostly off and spotted with his semen. His cum flowed from her open clam and down to pool on the 
sheet. After a second, she slowly stood, slid out of the garment, and got into bed. "You coming?" she 
asked calmly. 


Cameron nodded, and climbed into the bed with her, slipping under the covers. "It'll take a bit to get it up 
again." 


"No hurry." She smiled at him. "What do you think of that position?" 


"Pretty intense. My knees hurt a bit, but fuck, who cares." He grinned, then looked a bit hesitant. "Uh... 
look, Amanda..." 


"Hmm?" She toyed with one of her blue gemstone earrings. 


"I'm not sure... it's fun to talk dirty with you when we do it, and you seemed to like it too, but... uh, I'm 
worried I'm gonna say something really offensive. | mean, | called you a slut." He sounded embarrassed. 
"| didn't mean-" 


"I've always thought of myself as a slut," Amanda told him, amused. "Honestly, dear, that's only an insult 
because men made it one. There's a word for a guy who has a lot of sex and it certainly isn't an term 
men avoid. But, | see your point." She thought. "I don't mind if you do a bit of name-calling during sex as 


long as you remember who's in charge here. We can play like you're dominating me and making me 
take that enormous cock of yours, | like that sort of thing. Go to town with the names; whore, 
cumdumpster, whatever. Just remember I'm the one really running things, and don't get TOO fond of 
that. Especially not outside of sex." 


His expression was a little sour; she instantly divined the cause and giggled. "Don't be like that. In a few 
years you'll know enough that it can be a more equal relationship. But for right now, mother knows best." 


He nodded. "Uh... sorry for asking... but how many men have you slept with?" 

"Two. You and your father." 

Cameron's eyes went wide. "| was your second man? Seriously?" 

"That's right." Amanda smiled fondly at him. "| was really nervous. For a number of reasons." 

He swallowed, looking a bit overwhelmed. "Sometimes | really don't get you, Amanda. You say you're a 
slut, do a good job at proving it, and then tell me you never did it with anyone but Dad and me. | thought 


you were going to say you'd had hundreds of lovers. You're certainly amazing enough in bed." 


She reached out and tapped the top of his nose. "I have a lot of sex, hon, but only with one man ata 
time. That was your father, now you." 


Nodding, Cameron gave her a shy smile, looking a bit relieved. "That's... I'll do my best. To learn." 


"I'm sure you will." Stretching, Amanda leaned over and thumbed the lights off. "I'm going to lie down 
now, MISTER Santander. If you get it up again, feel free to wake me up." Her voice turned ominous. "I 
had better be woken up sometime before morning." 


"Uh, no problem." Her son lay down, his thigh brushing lightly against hers. "Night, Amanda." 


"Good night, my love," she said softly. 


KKK 


Eight months later, Amanda Santander awoke to the familiar sensation of Cameron's tongue between 
her thighs, eating her out. She gave a happy, sleepy groan and turned over onto her back, spreading her 
legs. 


She had taught her son how to eat her out early on; it wasn't his favorite thing, but he did enjoy using it 
to wake her up. She had taught him a lot of things, really; pretty much everything she knew, and then 
they'd gone on to experiment with stuff she hadn't ever tried. There wasn't a whole lot to do in the pod, 
and when the alternative is boredom sex becomes even more attractive than usual. They made love an 
average of three to four times a day when Cameron could get it up, and sometimes even when he 
couldn't, using fingers and tongues and toys. 


He had taken her anal virginity one night; Amanda had always shied away from taking it up the ass and 


Greg had never shown any interest. But she and Cameron had both been curious, so one evening they'd 
heavily lubed him up and she'd crouched on the bed. It had been a unique experience, and she'd taken 
a certain enjoyment in it, achieving two loud orgasms from the feel of her son's thick penis stuffed up her 
tight ass. But it had been painful, there had been bleeding, and she was sore for days afterwards. Given 
their isolation and the risks of infection, they had decided that there would be no repeat performances. 


Cameron's anus, on the other hand, could take a small, soft cock substitute without harm. Now and then 
Amanda would don a strap-on and fuck him up the ass, usually jerking him off as she did. 


It was increasingly hard to tell now where the mother-son relationship ended and the Mr. and Mrs. 
Santander one began. Cameron had been a newly grown man when they started, and as childhood 
faded ever further into the distance more and more the chief way they related to each other now was 
sexually. He was never going to be as good as Greg, Amanda admitted to herself sometimes, but he 
was better than Greg in some ways and she could get wet just thinking about servicing him. 


It had been a good eight months on the whole, much better than the years that had preceded them. 
Aside from the odd flare of ashamed guilt every now and then, she was content. 


As she rose a little further out of sleep, Cameron stopped lapping at her vulva and crawled up her body, 
mounting her. Her legs slid around his hips as he adjusted himself. "Good morning," he murmured. "You 
want your breakfast sausage?" 

"You want your mother's cunt?" she murmured back. 

"Does the slut want her cunt filled?" 

"Ohhhhh yes," she murmured. "Right now." 

"Beg." She liked this little game. "Beg for it." 

"Stick it in me right now, PLEASE..." 

Without further ado he entered her, and she gave a happy moan. Before long the bed was squeaking 
and thumping as they fucked in a breathless, sleepy whirl, hands and lips stroking and fondling each 
other's bodies. 

"Oh fuck, Cameron, just like that..." 

"You're so good, Amanda... your pussy is So good..." 

Their lips hungrily met, tongues twining. 


Then a little insistent trill came from the front room. 


"Ohhh, Cameron, make me your little slut, | want your- wait, what?" Amanda froze in mid-copulation, 
then squirmed, cocking her head to one side. "What was that?" 


"Nothing," Cameron said, grunting as he pumped away at his mother's spread pussy. "Ohhh, Amanda, 
you horny little slut. That's so good. Take my-" 


"Damn it, Cameron, get off of me," Amanda said sharply. When he didn't immediately comply, she 
glared at him in a fury. "Get. OFF!" 


Cowed and aback, Cameron slowed and rolled off, looking confused and sullen. "What? What's wrong?" 
His cock, slick with her nectar, wobbled ridiculously, stiff as a board. 


Scrambling to her feet, snatch still dripping, Amanda stumbled bare-assed at a half-run into the front 
room. "That's the intercom!" she shouted as she went. "Something's wrong!" 


"Oh, shit!" Cameron paled and leapt up, dashing after her. 


Naked, Amanda sat down at the intercom panel and looked at it. Her eyes widened, and she gave a 
shocked gasp. It was showing a signal incoming. 


My God, she thought, another pod must have survived and drifted close enough to talk! Or the 
intercom's on the blink. She almost punched the accept button, then barely stopped herself, turned off 
the video pickup, and opened it to audio only. 

"Hello?" It was a young, British voice. "Do you read? I'm not getting a picture." 

"Yes!" Holy shit, Amanda thought with a giddy thrill, she was actually talking to another human being 
besides Cameron! Oh fuck, that felt good! "Yes! | hear you! What's your name? Will your drift keep you 


near us long?" 


"Uh... this is the HMS Antigone, Commonwealth Navy. Who are YOU? Where in blazes did you come 
from?" 


Amanda stared at the receiver in shock. "I'm... I'm Dr. Amanda Santander. From the Jocasta. Are you... 
are you saying you're a starship? Not an escape pod?" 


"The Jocasta?" She could hear the shock in the other voice. "Bloody hell! That was nearly ten years 
ago!" 


"Yes! Oh my God! Can you see us? Do you know where we are?" Tears were streaming down her 
cheeks. 


"We have visual on you, Doctor Santander. Captain says to tell you we'll be docking in about an hour, as 
soon as we can rig the airlock to mate with you. How many are aboard?" 


"Two. Me and... and my son." She felt her vision blur. "How... how did you find us?" 


"Uh... pure accident, Dr. Santander. We're out here for..." There was a pause. "Afraid it's a military 
secret. Not that it's going to go through now." 


Probably to set up a deep space listening post or sensor array. Governments liked to hide those in 
random points of extrasolar space where there was zero chance of anyone finding them. The odds 
against this were so high she doubted they could be calculated. "Oh." 

"We'll call back when we're ready to dock. Antigone out." 

Cameron, behind her, gave a stunned laugh. "Holy shit. Holy shit. We're going home, aren't we. Back to 


Earth. We can go home!" He gave a choked sob as it hit him. "Oh fuck, | can see sky again. | can run 
across grass. | can feel wind. | can walk through streets and keep walking..." 


"The odds against this are so high as to be practically impossible," Amanda said numbly. "Well fuck me. 


Those words echoed in the room, and then, slowly, each of them looked at the other, nude and 
trembling. 


"Oh fuck. What have we done?" Amanda said, slowly, quietly. "What have we done?" 


"|... I'm sorry, Mom." Cameron looked down. "This is all my fault. | shouldn't have... | should have kept 
my mouth shut. If I'd just waited one more year..." 


"It was both our faults." Amanda swallowed. "If | hadn't... I'm the parent. | should have known better." 
"I'm sorry." He sighed. "Look... we can't... we can't tell anyone about this." 

"You're fucking right we can't," she said fervently. "Nobody. Ever." 

"Good. And..." He looked down. "It's for the best, | think, if we leave this here. No more... you know." 
She nodded, relieved. "I think that's definitely for the best." 


He nodded, looking conflicted for a second, and then quietly look the ring off his finger, tossed it in his 
palm, and then held it out to her. "| guess you'll want this back." 


She looked at it for a second, then gently closed his hand around it. "Why don't you keep it,” she said 
softly. "You can give it to your wife, when you find someone. Tell her it was your mother's. I'd like that." 
She glanced at her own hand. "I've grown used to this one. I'll just keep wearing it, if you don't mind." 


He looked deeply moved. "Do you remember what you said to me at the window, when we thought we 
were about to die?" 


"Yes." She took a long, shuddering breath. "No regrets." 
"No regrets." He leaned forwards and touched her cheek. "One last time?" 
She nodded, and they moved into the bedroom. 


Their lovemaking was silent, intense, filled with a bittersweet passion and deep regret. Afterwards, they 


held each other for a while, eyes linked. Then Amanda jumped to her feet. 


"Shit. Get in the shower. I'll shovel our sex toys and the bondage stuff into the disposal bin, get new 
sheets, and erase all the fuckmovies we filmed from the video system. We've got maybe a half hour." 


"I'm going to miss #36," Cameron said regretfully. "You have the most incredible sex faces in that one." 
"Get in the shower, young man, and get used to not talking about this," Amanda said curtly. 
"Right. Sorry." 


At the end of twenty-five minutes, they had both showered off the scent and stains of fornication, 
returned the dildos and clamps and leatherware to the raw matter from which they'd been made, set up 
a clean, semenless bed, and erased 49+ hours of elaborate, lovingly-made hardcore self-pornography. 
Three minutes after that, the comm chimed again. "Dr. Santander?" 


"Yes, go ahead," Amanda replied. She had changed into a business suit of the sort she might have worn 
to a meeting at the lab. 


"We're ready. If it's all right with you, we're going to commence mating procedure. You may hear some 
clanking and the pod may shift a bit." 


"Go ahead, Antigone. We'll be waiting." She shut the channel. 
Cameron, in his embroidered clothes, gave her a wink. "One mating procedure ends, one begins." 
She just looked at him. "No more teasing, Cameron, | mean it." 


"| Know, Mom. | want this getting out just as little as you do. Maybe more. Once that airlock opens, no 
more." He grinned. "That's why I'm getting in my last shots." 


"Little shit." She laughed and shook her head. "I can't believe | let you in my pants. And enjoyed it." 
Amanda gazed at him, fondness and shame mixing in her face. Just talking to the comm officer on the 
Antigone had done a lot to thrust her back into the real world, a world whether incest was 
unambiguously wrong and the people who did it were bad people, especially the parents. She couldn't 
deny the pleasure having him as a lover had given her, though, and she knew a part of her would always 
think of him the same way she had upon waking in the morning to his tongue squirming in her vagina. 
"Enjoyed it a lot more than a decent woman should have." 


"Well, you did like to tell me you were a slut." Cameron squeezed her hand, and they heard a loud 
clanking noise of metal on metal. The pod shuddered slightly. "No regrets," her son said gently. 


"No regrets." She squeezed it back. 
The door that had never opened for years beeped, whirred as failsafe clamps unlocked, and then slid 


aside with a hiss. A pert young woman in the uniform of a lieutenant in the Royal Navy immediately 
entered, two stretcherbearers wearing medical insignia behind her. "Dr. Santander? Lieutenant Wallis, 


HMS Antigone." She glanced over at Cameron, and her eyes widened in appreciative surprise. "This is 
your son?" 


"Hi," he replied a little nervously. "I'm Cameron." 


"Lovely to meet you,” Wallis said. She glanced at the two medics and their stretcher, both looking faintly 
bemused. "You both look... a lot healthier than we'd been led to expect. Doctor's been rigging life 
support equipment for you back in sickbay for the last hour." She eyed Cameron with frank admiration. 
"He looks like he's ready to do gymnastics or something." 


"Or something," Amanda said dryly, feeling a surge of mixed pride and jealousy. "The replicators have 
provided us with a good diet, and there's very little to do here but exercise, which means we get a LOT 
of exercise. There's no microorganisms or environmental contaminants to cause illness. Nothing ever 
happens so it's always boring, which is bad, but nothing ever happens so there's never any stress, which 
is good for the body. Honestly, we'll probably get less healthy after we're home." 


"| suppose that makes sense, but good lord, the Jocasta was lost nearly a decade ago. Nobody's going 
to believe it when we get home." Wallis shook her head. "You're both able to walk under your own power 
then? No injuries? Good. Do you have anything to take with you?" 


"Not much." Amanda hefted a small suitcase. "A few personal effects, some changes of clothing for 
Cameron and |. Everything's in here." 


"All right, then. Let's get you over to the Antigone. Captain doesn't want us to stay linked any longer than 
needed." 


Amanda nodded. "Will it be long before we can return to Earth?" 
"We're heading back just as soon as we're out of the pod's mass shadow. A few days tops." 
They walked towards the door. 


"| didn't expect to be rescued by someone so young. Or at all, really," Cameron told Lieutenant Wallis as 
they went. "You must be a natural officer." 


One of the medics snickered. Wallis just gave a crooked half-smile. "Mmm, someone's a flatterer," she 
said, not sounding displeased. 


"Sorry," Cameron said, cheerful embarrassment in his voice. "| don't have much practice talking to 
people as an adult." 


"You're doing fine so far," Wallis told him. "If you have questions, I'll be happy to help when I'm not 
standing a watch." 


They passed through the door, and Amanda turned and took a final look back at what had been her 
entire world for a good chunk of her adult life, the chapel of her second marriage, the corner she had 
faced down death in, and the bower she had deflowered her only son in. Cameron never took a 


backwards glance, having eyes only for Wallis and her rather tight uniform. Somehow Amanda 
suspected that foretold the future; Cameron moving on with his life, her constantly turning to gaze back. 


Maybe not, she told herself firmly. You have a career to resume, news to catch up on, a new house to 
buy. She'd find a Muay Thai dojo... she'd always wanted to try what she'd learned on s person instead of 
a bag. And maybe find a new boyfriend; if there was one thing she'd learned from all this it was that she 
still had it, maybe even more than when she was younger. Someone her own age... or maybe a little 
younger. She'd gotten used to a young man. 


She took her gaze from the empty pod, placed a hand on Cameron's arm, and walked through the 
airlock into the Antigone. The door shut behind them, and a complete silence fell on the two rooms. 


Discarded and forgotten under the sofa lay the card Amanda had made Cameron for his birthday five 
months ago; the one with the photo of herself, nude, legs open in invitation as she eagerly sucked his 
cock. The message inside was explicit and gave detailed, lewd instructions as to how she would serve 
as his birthday present. It wouldn't be discovered for over 300 years, when the archeological team 
returned to examine one of the relics of the perils of early interstellar travel. 


The computer, sensing no movement, automatically shut off the lights. As the Antigone accelerated 
away, the pod drifted on in darkness, utterly alone in the black. 


